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CHAPTER L 



Braeton, Jime 29th. — Oh! how I wish these 
summer days were over ! These long, warm, mo- 
tionless, sunshiny summer days, they weary me 
so ! In winter time, when people draw together 
by the fire and talk about things in a cheery 
sociable way, for the mere sake of keeping them- 
selves warm, the time gets over more quickly ; 
but sixteen long hours of light and sunshine — 
oh ! how dreary they are ! Shame on me that I 
should complain of June beauty, but so it is. 

I believe every one feels it so— at least, I mean, 
every one who is not thoroughly at rest. There 
is such an indescribable lassitude and monotony 
in this constant presence of nature, seeing her 
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go droning on with her work, plodding unceas- 
ingly over those vast, mysterious processes of 
growth and renovation, which make ours so puny, 
so feeble. One does not feel this so much in 
winter. I wonder if there are any people who 
never feel it at all, people who do not know what 
it is to look back on a memory such as mine, 
and forward to a future so blank sometimes, and 
dreary. 

But all suffering has its lull; all sorrow be- 
longing to this life is hushed sooner or later. 
Mine is. I feel sometime* as if rest were very 
near at hand, and if not, I am learning now to 
bear all there is for me to bear in a strength 
greater than my own ; and even the very thought 
of that other strength is in itself a sort of rest 
Perhaps it is in this way that God is bringing me 
to the haven where I would be. Once safely 
anchored there, I shall not think the past has 
been too bitter. 

Last night, whilst Stephen Boden and Maud 
were sitting in the garden together, I went down 
to Marbrook to see Miss Nunly. She had got an 
old cabinet spread open before her, which usually 
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stands in a corner of the wainscoted parlour, and 
there was such a sad look on her face that I would 
have come away again, thinking I had interrupted 
her in the midst of some painful duty she was 
obliged to attend to ; but she said she would rather 
I stayed, and then she took out her work, and we 
had a long pleasant chat together — no, not 
exactly pleasant, — I should never describe my 
conversations with Miss Nunly by that word, — 
but quiet, and thoughtful, and enjoyable, with a 
half haze of sadness over a good many things 
that we said, yet with that feeling of thorough 
unreserve and true-heartedness which makes even 
the speaking of sad things lose half its bitterness. 
Who could talk with anything but earnestness, or 
with a quiet, chastened sort of temper, in that 
quaint old wainscoted parlour of hers, with the 
elm trees shading off the light, and beating their 
branches against the window, and the still, silent 
Mar river drifting on past the garden, and the 
rooks cawing with saeh eerie melancholy sound 
from the old abbey towers close by — who indeed ? 
I wonder what Miss Nunly's past has been. 
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What has turned her hair grey already, for she is 
not so very old? How have those long lines 
grown upon her forehead, which I see so plainly 
there when she goes off into one of her thought- 
ful moods, and looks out and away over the hills 
for almost an hour together without ever speak- 
ing a word ? What makes her gaze at me with 
such an earnest, wistful look when I talk in a 
sort of off-hand way — as I do sometimes, just to 
hide the real truth — of enjoying life, and being 
happy while we can ? And why, when occasion- 
ally we have been reading together what I call 
violent poetry — poetry that dips into feelings of 
which I know nothing — and I take the liberty of 
expressing a little doubt as to its sincerity, does 
she check me gravely, and say, in that quiet 
voice of hers, "It is quite true, it is quite 
true " ? 

What has she known, I wonder ? what has she 
suffered? .1 have sometimes thought I would 
like to ask her; but then, again, there is a 
dignity and a self-containment about Miss Nunly 
which keeps you from in any way prying into her 
inner life, or questioning her of those thoughts 
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and feelings which she has reserved to herself. 
Then, after all, if I had her confidence, would I 
give her mine ? would I tell her all that sorrow- 
ful and heavy-laden past which no one has looked 
upon but myself? Would I let her see that 
dark, dark thread which has woven itself into 
my life ? And have I any right to ask from her 
more than I am willing to give ? Perhaps, too, 
she does not like people to pity her; no more 
do L Of all things, pity, given in such a way 
that you are expected to receive it as sympathy, 
is hardest to bear. No ! Miss Nunly ; for a little 
while longer you and I will be content to be 
strangers to each other's inmost self, bravely 
laying by in each other's presence our individual 
griefs, and waiting for fuller sympathy until that 
bright coming time when we shall know even as 
we are known. 

Miss Gabbatis has got that little Sally of hers 
married to one of the under-gardeners at Braeton 
Park, and she gave us such a comical account of 
it this morning. The young couple have opened 
an establishment in the fruit line, at a little pill- 
box of a cottage, turning round the corner as you 
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go to Mrs. Herman Kaye's, and, according to 
Miss Gr.'s account, are as happy as two little birds. 
Ah, well-a-day ! I hope it will last. I mean to ask 
mamma to bay her fruit there for preserving this 
summer, which will be a help to Soger, and also 
give me an excuse for calling in and making my 
own private observations on this new species of 
ornithological felicity. 

I am going to have Maud to myself, for a little 
while at least, just now, for Stephen Boden is off 
into Scotland, and will not be back again until the 
end of the week at the very least. He has gone 
to make some arrangements on that estate which 
the Duke of Ghartermayne has just been buying, 
and was sent away at hardly a moment's notice. 
I wonder who would be agent to a fidgety Duke, 
and I wonder who would care to have his name 
in the peerage, or even to have the neat little 
competence of 60,0OOJ. a year, when that distinc- 
tion involves, as it does in my Lord Duke's case, 
the necessity of putting so many people out of 
the way, and making such untimely upheavals 
just for his own personal convenience. But it 
will soon be over, for Stephen resigns his agency 
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on the first of July. He started at five this 
morning, and Maud was up in time to say good- 
bye to him as he passed our garden on his way to 
the Marbrook station. 

Getting up early in the morning to see one's 
Mends off by the early train I don't like at all, 
and it's what I never did for anybody. A dreary, 
dry, matter-of-fact^ commonplace duty enough, 
unbrightened by any romantic illusions whatso- 
ever; unhallowed by any of those fascinating 
associations which hover round the charmed hour 
of eventide, sad invest even its most ordinary 
belongings with a certain serene delight Getting 
up in a morning, I mean of course at such an un- 
timely hour of the morning as cue must rise to 
see people off by the north train — I very much 
wonder and misdoubt if any, even the most heroic, 
ever performed such a feat with even a moderate 
degree of pleasure. Altogether, apart from the 
disagreeable consciousness that you are about to 
see the last of your friend, there is a certain un- 
mistakable dreariness in landing downstairs before 
any one else is stirring, in unbarring the window- 
shutters and letting in the first faint beams of 
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morning light — if there be any — upon an untidy 
room, an undusted carpet, an unblackleaded grate, 
unpolished furniture, curtains tied up in knots, 
cushions thrust into by-corners, and those multi- 
tudinous symptoms of uncomfortableness which 
reign paramount in the lower regions before the 
matutinal avocations of the housemaid have com- 
menced. Appalling, even to the stoutest heart, is 
the thought of being aroused from dreamy slumbers 
by the stroke of three, four, or five o'clock, and 
having to turn out unbreakfasted and half dressed 
to contend with the vicissitudes of another day. 
There is a sorrow, known only to those who have 
experienced it, in groping with half-dazed facul- 
ties one's weary way to bolted doors, and through 
dark passages, and down unaccustomed staircases, 
in quest of bread loaves and cold milk ; stumbling 
helplessly along the terra incognita of the culi- 
nary regions, and vainly endeavouring to collect 
one's slumberous energies for the unwonted tax 
upon them. Verily and truly, if ever I feel a 
more than ordinary degree of thankfulness to our 
little maid Joan, it is when she saves me the 
trouble of getting up in a morning. 
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And yet Maud did it all for Stephen Eoden. 
Don't let me laugh at her : I would have done it 
myself, I know I would, for Philip Lowe, and oh 
how glad I should have been to have the chance 
of doing it ! There, then ! I cannot jest any more 
after that name ; it brings too much of the past, 
of four little months of hope which will never, 
never come back any more. 

Well, I will not complain; at least I will try 
not. I often say that, but somehow or other the 
feeling comes over me again, and all that I might 
have been, all that I might have done, rises so 
very clearly before me. Henceforth I will be 
very contented, I will take what good is left me, 
and be thankful for it. The end comes to all in 
time, and what we have to do, what I have to do, 
is to attend it quietly and patiently. Only, when 
I see Maud so happy, when I watch her life go 
rippling on so calmly, so peacefully, when I look 
into that still face of hers, and see there no trace * 
of anything but a joy which I can never know 
again, it does seem very hard, 

• I won't write about it any more ; I won't think 
about it either, for that is just as bad. Yonder is 
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Maud pacing up and down in the sunshine. The 
white jasmine flowers shower thickly upon her as 
she comes past that long branch up here, beside 
the drawing-room window. There, they are drop- 
ping round her now, and crashing under her feet ; 
before the last of them has fallen, before the first 
tinge of brown has crept out upon that long 
branch, my little sister Maud will be Stephen 
Eoden's wife* 

It is very calm to-night This half-blown rose, 
looking in at the window upon me, has not the 
slightest sway, but rests poised and motionless 
upon its stem. How bonirie it looks — the leaves 
almost white as they grow out into the sunshine, 
but deepening to pure brilliant red as they fold 
closer and closer down upon each other away 
from the light ! Is it so with other things besides 
roses, I wonder — the finest colours always farthest 
in the shade ? I like to sit here and think about 
these things, and dream oyer them for long to- 
gether. I like to look out on such a tranquil, 
sunshiny night as this, over this June landscape, 
with the feeling that I have nothing else to do 
but look; that I may sit here for hours and hours, 
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and nobody will miss me, nobody will ask for 
me. I like to study this nature picture, to take 
it in and fill myself with it; to let the feeling of 
it just flow upon me and around me, without my 
taking the trouble to think why it is so beautiful, 
or why it is that it rests me so to look upon it 
I like to look out over that long range of dis- 
tances that we get from, this side the house, 
past those two great beech trees ; they standing 
foremost, dark and clear, and well defined, 
their network of interlacing branches peering 
out through a veil of greenery. Beyond them, 
a little way off, the old grey church, clustered 
round with foliage, just near enough for me 
to distinguish the characteristic sway of the 
branches and the manifold changeful tints of the 
leaves. Past that again, the sweep of Braeton 
plantation, with a beautiful soft blue haze of 
atmosphere lying upon it, and breaking down its 
outline. Behind it the craggy moorland rises, 
purple, black, and brown, with rifts here and 
there where the heather grows in channels that 
winter torrents have worn. And then, farther 
away still, past all these, our Downshire hills 
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peaking up along the horizon, steeped in the 
softest, tenderest, grey-like tints, melting away 
fainter and fainter, until I cannot tell them from 
the clouds. 

Yes, it is very beautiful. It makes one feel 
quiet to look at it. If only we would match it 
in our own hearts ; if only we could be so calm, 
so at rest. And still Maud walks up and down 
here ; and still the jasmine flowers fall upon her 
and drop to her feet ; and still that utter calm 
shines through her face ; and, looking at her, the 
old feeling comes over me again, and again I say 
it is hard, it is very hard. 

But, after all, it is only a little while. The 
weariness will be past by and by. There will be 
nothing of this to think of, nothing of this to 
murmur over, in that glorious coming time 

" When, in the great eternity, 
We shall awake and find it day." 
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CHAPTER II. 

How pretty that Braeton dining-room always 
looked in the morning time; never prettier, 
though, than when Maud came into it the Friday 
after Stephen fioden went away. There had been 
rain in the night — she was afraid there would, for 
the sun had gone down behind a pile of yellow 
clouds the evening before ; but it had cleared away 
now, and left nothing but a fresher tint of green 
on the grass and woods, and a sweeter fragrance 
in the air that came wafting in through the open 
glass door. Stray leaves from the great bush 
rose outside the window, danced in and out, and 
fluttered round the room, strewing the carpet 
with their pinky bloom, and lying all soft and 
dewy on the shining white damask cloth. The 
sunlight, too, came flashing in, bright and merry ; 
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it smiled a sparkling welcome to the silver urn; 
it flickered over the snowy china ; it dazzled in 
and out upon the fretwork of the crystal ewer; 
then on to Maud's stand of freshly gathered 
flowers, where, after dancing about from spray to 
spray of moss and fern, and dallying with the 
long drooping dusters of fuchsia until they 
drooped lower still and blushed a deeper crimson, 
and peeping here and there through the delicate 
jasmine flowers, and running over the glossy 
leaves of the evergreen barberry, making them 
shine again, it finally nestled down into the heart 
of a half-blown white rose, and amused itself by 
putting little fanciful spangles and sparkles in 
the dew-drops which lay there stall. The sparrows 
that Maud had taught to come for their breakfast 
hopped coyly to her feet as she sat within the 
open door, and looked up askance with their 
bright little black eyes, first at her, and then 
at the plate of corumbs which lay beside her, until 
one saucy fellow, more adventurous than the rest, 
came bodily into the room, and boldly set to work 
upon it And Maud's pet canary, whose cage 
was in the verandah above, swung merrily back- 
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-wards and forwards upon his ring, and loudly 
vociferated his praises of the sunshiny morning. 

There yet lay upon Braeton plantation and the 
Lingold Wood the soft blue haste of early day, the 
sparkle of dew, and a delicate aerial mist that 
was creeping slowly down into the valley, leaving 
sweep after sweep of foliage clearly outlined upon 
the cloudless sky. There were tints of rose and 
pearl and grey upon the distant Downshire hills, 
fading as day grew stronger, but still very lovely. 
And all was so sweet, so fresh, so pure, no sad- 
ness upon anything within or without, as Maud 
sat there waiting for the rest to come in to break- 
fast ; whiling away the time by mending one of 
Stephen Koden's gloves, ready to give him the 
next evening when he should call in on his way 
from the Marbrook station. 

When she had finished she put her own little 
habd into it, and laughed her merry, pleasant, 
glad-hearted laugh, as she tried to fit her delicate 
taper fingers into the heavy markings that his 
great ones had made* What a strong, nervy 
hand it was that that glove belonged to ! what an 
honest, white hand ! — whiter far from all bribe or 
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action base than many a duke's. What a faithful 
hand to hold her up all along the rough road 
of life, and to clear away the thorns from, her 
path, and to shield her from all danger ! And 
then she laid her cheek down upon the glove, and 
smiled that pleasant smile again. Only a few 
more hours, and he would be back. She had 
kept his flowers fresh and sweet ; the rosebud at 
the garden gate was pushing one little faint streak 
of crimson colour through its thick green leaves, 
just as he said it would. Stephen's rose, she had 
learned to call it. It should hang there until he 
came back to reach it for her, and then she would 
keep it always as a remembrance of that June 
morning. 

Which last thing, indeed, she did. 

It was strange how she longed for his coming 
back again. She had had a homeless sort of 
feeling for the last few days in thinking that 
he was so far away ; that, if anything had befallen 
them, he could not come to her at once. Last 
night, praying as she always did for those who were 
near and dear to her, the thought of him came 
very closely, and with it this longing for his real, 
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true, comforting presence ; and she prayed that 
they might never have to say good-bye to each 
other any more, but that wherever he went again, 
to hardship, or suffering, or enjoyment, she might 
go with him too — always his, always with him — 
that he might be her stay and solace everywhere, 
all their life through. And still, as she lay down 
to rest, this longing thought came again and 
again, shaping itself, even upon her dreams, into 
a prayer that they might never have to bid each 
other farewell any more. 

"God answers sharp and sudden on some 
prayers." So He did on this, and Maud remem- 
bered it long years afterwards. 

« Any letters, Joan ?" she said, as the little maid 
came in with the first instalment of breakfast in 
the shape of a basket of rosy strawberries. 

" No, Miss ; only this here paper for Master, 
that the boy's brought from Marbrook. And, 
please, Miss, him and Miss Mabel has gone round 
by Grlinton for a walk, and left word they wouldn't 
be back while nine, so you must even have to wait 
for breakfast." 

" Very well, Joan, it does not signify. Here, 
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give me the paper, and see that Martin takes Lizzy 
Machin some hot coffee down." And then Maud 
unfolded the " Manchester Times," and began to 
read it, as doubtless many others did that same 
morning, until she came to the words, in great, 
black, pitiless, staring letters — 

t€ Terrible accident on the North line ; twenty 
lives lost." 

Maud did not faint; she did not shriek and 
scream ; she did not burst into a tornado of tears; 
nor chide with passionate bewailings the over- 
mastering will which had parted between her and 
all of human love. She did not cry out wildly 
and fiercely against the hand that had torn from 
her so utterly and suddenly her one great pos- 
session ; but all life and energy seemed to stag- 
nate within her ; all power either of suffering or 
understanding. A dim, vague unconsciousness 
gathered down upon her, through which neither 
hope, nor grief, nor dread could pierce. Slowly, 
mechanically, she arose, wrapped her cloak round 
her, and tied her hat; then, still holding the 
paper in her shivering hands, [she went with 
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wandering steps, as one in a dream, through the 
garden, so bright and dewy, and fresh in ite 
summer beauty ; across the orchard, where Pet and 
Muffie came capering to meet her, and looked 
wistfully up into her face with their great brown 
eyes to ask for the customary caress ; and over the 
low stile into Iingold-wood* Then through the 
green shaded aisles of overhanging boughs and 
leaves, until she came to the little brook that 
tinkled past the garden of Glinton Manor. 
Maud's home that was to have been* 
There it stood in that early June morning 
freshness ; its grey, worn old gables clearly marked 
against the blue sky; the oriel window waiting 
for the noon sunlight to creep round upon it; 
the vases holding up their clusters of moss 
and fern along the terrace walk; the lilies 
idly swaying to and fro upon the fountain 
pond ; the cypress stretching out its long black 
arms over the distance; the flowers — Stephen's 
flowers — shining out brave and bright Still for 
scent, the sweet-briar wafting out its thrills of 
perfume ; still for colour, the quaint old English 
beds of roses, pinks, and pansies ; still for mo- 

c 2 



20 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

tion, the brook rippling along over its gravelly 
bed, and the yellow iris nodding on its tall green 
stem, and the long willow branches drifting across 
the stream, and the light fern leaves curling and 
uncurling their feathery fronds in the wind. 
Still for sound, the slow drip of the water, fall- 
ing with measured plash from the marble urn, 
and the rooks cawing out their dreary, monotonous 
talk from the old elm tree, and the cool rustling 
of the ivy leaves round the carved-stone doorway. 
And through all, and mingling with all, and sad- 
dening all, the sharp, clear whistle of the railway 
train, cutting its way in and out through the 
valley; keen and ringing now, as it sprung across 
the highroad, then broken and uncertain, as the 
sound lost itself among the Mossingay woods, and 
again starting out into the open country, and 
dying off into a faint sobbing sigh upon the 
distance. 

The railway-whistle. Listened for eagerly by 

so many as the signal for loved friends to meet, 

ut for her only a perpetual knell for the joy that 

she had lost — never anything more than that for 

her now. 
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Poor little Maud ! poor little Maud ! standing 
there by the brook-side in Lingold Wood, the 
worn gables of Grlinton Manor looking greyly 
down upon her, the garden's gay, bright beauty 
mocking and dazzling before her tearless eyes. 
Poor little Maud! still grasping in her starved 
white fingers that cruel Manchester paper, still 
straining her thoughts to pierce through that 
blinding haze which was gathering thicker and 
colder upon her as she stood. 

And then she read it all over again — the hard, 
pitiless words, that would be read that morning 
by many a merchant at his desk, by many a 
clerk in his counting-house, by many an idler in 
his club room — pitiless words that would be 
gabbled over by news boys in the streets, and 
read out with hardly a passing sigh by comfort- 
able matrons in their unscathed homes — well- 
-chosen, neatly expressed, admirably concise 
words, but hard, pitiless words, that asked for so 
many readings ere they would reveal to her all 
their bitter import. 

She understood it at last. Slowly, and as it 
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were awaking from some dim, shapeless dream, 
there rose before her the great, sad, unalterable 
fact, which no distance could ever soften, no time 
ever efface. Stephen Boden was dead. 

Yes, God had speedily answered that unspoken 
prayer of hers ; for our very thoughts are prayers, 
as well as our words. She would never say good- 
bye to Stephen any more. Henceforth there 
would be no parting between them. Near her, 
very near her, perhaps much nearer than in life 
he had ever been, she might think of him now as 
an unseen presence of help and comfort and hope. 
Never more indeed to hold with him any speech 
of years on earth to come, or to walk hand-in- 
hand with him to meet whatever of mortal danger 
might lie before her, or to rest, weary and way- 
worn, upon his strong arm, as she once thought 
to do, — but not the less truly hers in all present 
and coming time ; chosen perhaps by his Father 
and her Father to be for her one of those minis- 
tering spirits who do always keep watch and 
guard over the children of the kingdom. 

So there, beneath the leafy temple of Lingold 
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Wood, and within sight of the Grlinton house, now 
hers no longer, Maud knelt; and through tears 
that no bravery could keep back, and through 
grief that must have way, she prayed. Not for 
him, she knew — blessed knowledge — that he 
was safely anchored where no prayers of hers 
could brighten his rest and glory — but for her- 
self, that she might have strength for all trial, and 
patience for all waiting ; the strong, true, loving 
heart, the willing right hand for all toil; for 
light to walk humbly and reverently through the 
rest of her lonely life, until in another and purer 
world God would give back all He had taken from 
her here. 

And then for all who like her mourned over 
those who were not ; that to them, as to her, the 
hope of future rest might spring and brighten ; and 
that all sorrow, wherever sent, might yield its 
heaven-intended guerdon of purity and noble- 
ness. 

So praying, the bitterness of death passed 
away. Maud arose, sad, it is true, and chastened ; 
for, with the memory of that morning upon her, 
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must she not always be so ? But no longer weary 
or despairing, as those who have no hope; no 
longer girded in by the misty borizon of a half- 
realised dread, but able to look forth clearly and 
steadily unto the land that is very far off. 

From that grassy altar, from that lonely place 
of prayer, Maud arose with the grand seal of 
suffering upon her brow, the high signet stamp 
of heaven upon her pale face, the holy cross of 
grief to consecrate her whole future life, and lift 
her, even through its pain, to a nobler, purer 
being. 

And so home again through Lingold Wood. 
Treading all the way upon quivering bars and 
flashes of sunshine, which lay over the flowered 
and mossy ground; beneath waving leaves and 
gushing song of birds; among a leafy choir of 
voices which seemed to chant for her the anthem 
of this her new consecration ; through the orchard 
where Pet and Muffle came wistfully to her again ; 
she could give the mute, pleading creatures their 
morning caress now, and send them away in peace ; 
across the garden, bright with many-tinted flowers, 
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and under Stephen Boden's rose, which she reached 
down and gathered very reverently. 

Home again, to meet as bravely as she could 
those sad, wistful faces, and sorrow-laden hearts, 
that would have given her sympathy if they 
dared. Home again, to gather up the precious 
relics of her departed life ; to lay away the flower 
whose rosy colour was to have been the herald of 
his return — the glove she had just been mending 
for him— r- the little scraps of music he had copied 
for her — the books he had read to her. Home 
again, to live from day to day as purely and 
worthily as she might, a life upon which lay 
henceforth the dignity of a heaven-sent grief. 
Home again, to take up all her little duties ; to 
be as she had ever been, the dutiful daughter, the 
kind sister, the faithful friend. Home again, to 
strive, and wait, and pray ; to carry patiently and 
reverently that cross which in some form or other 
comes so surely to us all. And home again, to 
cheer herself in all weariness and solitude with 
those pleasant words of Stephen's — the last she 
had ever heard him speak — 

" After all, Maud, it is only a little while." 
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It was thus, through this burning baptism of 
tears, and afterwards across this kingly threshold 
of Hope, that Maud Hareourt passed from girl- 
hood into womanhood. 
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CHAPTER in. 

That day, — the day of Maud's first great grief, 
— passed solemnly over, and night came, bringing 
with it sleep, and, for awhile at least, merciful 
forgetfulness of all that had gone before it. 

She was awakened next morning by the gay 
carolling of the birds in the jasmine branches ; 
by a pleasant sound of whispering leaves, as the 
breeze came lightly dancing up through the 
orchard-trees, and by the merry glinting in of 
the sunshine through half-drawn white window- 
curtains upon the flowers — his flowers — which 
he had given her the night before he went away ; 
and of which not a petal had curled or a leaf 
withered, because of that dew of friendship which 
rested always so lovingly upon them. 

At first sight of them, there came over her a 
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bright flush of gladness and delight. "I shall 
see him to-day," she half murmured to herself^ 
in her low, musical undertone ; "he shall see how 
sweet and fresh I have kept them for him." And 
with that springing sense of coming joy, she raised 
herself and began to gather back the long tresses 
of her brown hair. But why were her eyes so hot 
and smarting — why did her head ache so — why 
were her lips so parched — how came that burn- 
ing feel on her forehead, and that dizzy faintness 
when she tried to look around her? And what 
was the meaning of that white handkerchief, 
crushed up and pressed tight together, and 
wet even still with tears, that lay beside her 
pillow ? 

Then, upon the fresh, sunshiny morning still- 
ness, a keen, sharp, glittering, sword-like sound 
was laid. It was the railway whistle, cutting up 
along the Marbrook valley ; and as it plunged into 
the Braeton woods, breaking and hissing, and 
moaning with a wild, uncertain sob. Then Maud 
remembered it all. 

Oh ! that first waking up to life again, after 
grief has been laid to rest by sleep ! that 
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dim, vague, haunting consciousness of something 
wrong, something that will not at first shape itself 
into reality, but flickers before us, ghost-like and 
uncertain, until we strain our eyes to look upon 
it, and then through the clouds and mists of half- 
departed dreams, it struggles out into fearful, 
agonising form ! Oh, the terrible re-appearing of 
the fact which we had hoped might be nothing 
more than a mere fancy, a vision of the night, to 
be cleared away by morning sunshine ; the spectral 
thing which we would so fain put away, but yet it 
stalks before us, and claims, day by day, to be 
taken up again and hugged to our hearts in all its 
icy, deadening coldness ; until at last we could 
almost wish to waken no more, if such waking 
must always bring with it this never-sleeping 
presence of our grief. Maud clasped her hands 
tight and fast together, and then turned wearily 
back upon her pillow, to gather strength to battle 
once more with the terrible reality of death. 

Let no one think, who has been called to face 
the awful front of differing, that one little hour 
of prayer, how earnest soever and heartfelt it 
may have been, how instinct with all faith and 
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humility, can ever wholly exorcise the past, or 
bar it from often and again rising upon us 
with a power and vividness which nothing but 
Almighty strength can enable us to bear. Let no 
one think that, having bowed in lowliest sub- 
mission to the All-ruling Will, and laid away our 
treasures from our sight into the keeping of 
infinite love, to behold them again no more in this 
world, memory loses her prerogative, and the heart 
its power of suffering. Let them not think that 
any force of resignation or self-abnegation can 
entirely blot out a past which God intends should 
be ever before us, for chastening and purifying. 
Let them rather steady themselves to meet, day 
by day, the awful presence of their grief, and to 
walk silently, reverently — it may be for months, 
it may be for years, it may be for a lifetime — hand 
in hand with the angel of discipline, beneath that 
cloud, which elsewhere, if not here, shall surely 
descend upon them in a gentle, refreshing rain. 

As it did upon Maud. As it will do upon all 
who wait patiently for it. For there is no con- 
secration so noble as that of heaven-sent, heaven- 
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sustained sorrow; albeit we shrink ignorantJy 
from its burning seal; — no rest so utter, so 
blessed as waits for those whom He has made 
perfect through suffering. 

It is a merciful thing to have work to do — 
work for head, and heart, and hand — work that 
shall win thought for awhile from its saddened 
resting-place, and send it forth kind and careful 
for the weal of others. Maud had never had 
time to be idle, even when all life smiled in sun- 
shine before her; still less now, when the sudden 
sweeping away of her earthly future had left a 
blank which nothing but action, earnest and 
healthful, could fill. She took Stephen's flowers 
carefully out of the glass in which she had arranged 
them only one little day before, and laid them 
away in her desk; and then prepared for her 
usual round of daily duties, the pattern of what 
her whole life must be now. Not much room for 
thought, that might come by-and-by. The only 
thing at present, next to prayer itself, was to act, 
and to act, and to act ; for in action only could 
she find rest. 

Perhaps, more than any ever think, it is so for 
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us all. Perhaps what we want for quiet and con- 
tentment is simply work to do ; something that 
shall take us out of ourselves, setting us beyond 
the sphere of our little joys, and sorrows, and 
anxieties, out upon that great field of human 
life where so many wait for help and comfort; 
something which shall join the separate tones 
of our individual selves with those of others round 
us, and so make up the grand, full, sweet harmony 
of love, the veritable music of the spheres, which, 
like that sung of by the olden poets, does indeed 
often escape our mortal ears, simply because we 
are too selfish to listen or take our part in its 
harmony. 

They brought Stephen Boden home to Braeton 
to bury him. Death had dealt very gently with 
him, not marring the rugged, manly form that 
was once so strong, or sweepingTfrom the pale 
face one trait of its bravery and sweetness. Very 
quickly, very suddenly, with hardly room for one 
moment of fear or terror, he must have gone 
home; crossing, with a single step, that little 
stream over which most men weary with pain 
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and sickness, ere they gain sure [footing on the 
other side. 

They found, laid very near his heart, the Testa- 
ment which he always carried with him, and 
folded within its leaves, just upon that verse in 
the Bevelation, "There shall be no more death," 
one single little blue harebell, not dry yet from 
the dew which had gathered in its tiny cup* 
Both were given to Maud ; two other beads for 
-tbe rosary of memory. But she never knew, 
neither did any one else, how and when that 
flower was plucked, nor how very gently upon 
its blue loveliness the thought of her had been 
laid. Like many other things wbich we cherish 
reverently among our treasures, it was full of 
unspoken meaning, full of a story which no one, 
even she who loved it best, would ever read or 
think of. 

He was laid with little Walter in Mr. Harcourt's 
vault; the great, stalwart, brave man, ride by 
side with the unconscious child who had scarce 
gone a step in life's journey ; alike safe, alike 
innocent, alike watched over by Him who will 
ever keep that which is committed to Him. And 
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the yew-tree that grew by the west window spread 
its arms over them both, and wrapped them* 
night by night, in its friendly shade* 

After that Maud began to live her woman-life. 

Long ago, when she was a very little girl, her 
Papa had taken her and Mabel to see an exhi- 
bition of dissolving views at Marbrook. One of 
them she remembered well. It was a broad, 
bright, beautiful landscape, with blue hills gird- 
ing in the distance ; uplands, dotted with many- 
tinted woods, swayed their robes of greenerie in 
the sunshine ; a little rill danced across the fore- 
ground, with beautiful, rich plumy flag leaves 
fringing its banks, and golden lilies dappling its 
surface ; while bright-coloured flowers shone from 
mossy dells, and over all bent the clear blue sky, 
flecked with white and fleecy clouds. 

But even while the little child Maud held her 
father's hand, and laughed in gladness to see this 
pleasant picture, it began to quiver and tremble 
and dissolve. The richly-clothed uplands melted 
away, and pale clustered columns rose in their 
place. A tesselated pavement hardened over the 
bright flowery foreground. The blue sky changed 
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into a groined and traceried roof ; rich stained win- 
dows, with massy arches of stonework, looked out 
one by one upon the purple distance, and through 
them the sunlight poured in upon altars and 
shrines for prayer. The landscape was gone, 
quite gone, and in its place the bewildered child 
looked upon a grand old cathedral of the me- 
diaeval time, with its long dim aisles and up- 
reaching columns, and mysterious lights, and 
carved roof, and storied windows. 

Maud had uever thought of it since, until now, 
in the first solemn hours of this woman-life of 
hers, it rose before her as a symbol of what her 
future must be. Already the landscape, with its 
laughing light and kindling sky, its dancing rill 
and springing flowers, through which, child-like, 
she roamed, had changed, and dimmed, and deep- 
ened; and looking around her, she seemed to be 
standing in a vast cathedral, with its holy light 
and solemn music, its shrines, and altars, and 
places for prayer. God help her to be thankful 
for its quiet, its utter, utter stillness and repose. 
God help her to be thankful that, in its one 
deep grave over which she knelt, there was no 
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sting, no remorse. God help her, that, learn- 
ing at last to look upon it as holy ground, she 
might rest there peacefully, and even pleasantly ; 
"not wanting sunlight through the storied windows 
of Hope, nor music from the grand, sweet, choir- 
ing voices of the future. 

Maud never 'asked, though many others did 
ask, why this great trouble had come to her; 
why so suddenly the brightness had been taken 
out of her life. Enough for her that God had 
sent it, who sends nothing unwisely. Yet, who 
shall blame her that sometimes, sadly and with 
great longing, she looked back upon the land- 
scape of the past, and forward with somewhat of 
awe to the cathedral future ? 

It is not easy to learn that God's purpose 
for us is ever from the less to the greater ; and 
that, when the dream of life is over,' and the 
hand of the spoiler surely laid on whatever of 
earthly hope we had treasured up for ourselves, it 
is only that Ve may pass forward to that surer 
guerdon of rest which awaits us yonder. Once 
having left it, there is no return — none — to the 
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shore from which we sailed in all the fresh expect* 
ancy of early promise. But it is a precious 
thought, that if not for this little life of earth, at 
least for that other one of heaven, the best always 
lies before us. We leave in the past nothing that 
the future cannot far more than repay. Let no 
one say then, of any joy that has been lent, "It is 
vanished and returns not." It has only gone for 
a little while; travelling a few steps farther in 
our pilgrimage, we shall meet it again, fairer 
than ever we knew it before. It is through such 
shoals and quicksands and rocks as these that 
He bringeth us to rest at last. 

And so trusting, Maud lived quietly and 
patiently on. Shaken suddenly from her nest of 
girlish hopes, she had been taught to spread her 
untried wings and mount to a purer air. With- 
out trouble she would have been always very 
lovable, very gentle, very winning ; with it she be- 
came — as thousands more do every day become, 
if only we knew it, and could honour them for it — 
the brave, noble-thoughted woman. 

All glory to Him who so leads His children, by 
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a way they have not known, to the mountain top 
of perfect peace ! All honour to those who, shrink- 
ing not from the dark and rugged path, have left 
in it their footprints to guide us who tread it now 
with feebler steps ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 

• 

There was great silence in the cottage at 
Mossingay. It had been there ever since the 
news came. Sally, awkward, blundering, left- 
handed, common-place Sally, seemed to feel that 
there was something very imposing in having 
had a death in the family ; and having a dim, 
musty sort of notion that utter stillness was 
the highest possible tribute of respect she could 
pay to the memory of her master, she acted 
accordingly. She took off her pegged shoes, 
put them behind the copper in the back kitchen, 
and went about the house in her stocking feet. 
She shook her thick drugget apron menacingly 
in the cat's face if it ventured to mew, and 
uttered a long drawn whish-sh through her 
pursed-up lips if she happened to let the brush- 
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handle fall, or rattle the fire-irons. And when 
by chance an itinerant Euterpian devotee came 
round with a barrel organ, and took his stand 
in the back yard, Sally flew out at the door 
and whisked the mop in his face with an 
aspect of such determinate indignation that it 

arrested the performance at once, and sent the 
musician off the premises a V allegro. 

As for Martha Brant, as soon as she was 
satisfactorily convinced that her dear master was 
" took," she resigned herself to a subdued quiet- 
ness, and sat by the kitchen fire in her best 
black gown and clean white cap, severely re- 
pelling Sally's whispered attempts at conversa- 
tion. Sometimes, if in the utter stillness which 
reigned about the house a faint tapping sound 
was heard, or the old clock on the stairs gave 
a sudden creak, she would shut her eyes and 
repeat her Greed in quick, sharp undertone; and 
then throw her apron over her head, and re- 
fuse to give any answer to Sally's wide-open 
Btare of mute astonishment. 

And in the office, too, that room where Stephen 
Boden used to sit when the day's work was done, 
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and little. Maud came stealing into his thoughts, 
— in the old-fashioned, neatly-furnished office- 
all was very quiet too. Once only, since that 
terrible night when the news came, had anyone 
entered there, and that was when Martha took, 
her shoes off and made a reverent curtsey at. 
the threshold, and then went in and drew the 
blinds down, leaving everything else just as it 

was. The little statuette of Burns upon the 
mantel-piece, over it the portrait of Stephen's 
mother, and above that again the painting of 
the Far West Forest in its black oak frame. 
And the ordnance maps were lying on the table,, 
with the half finished plan of the Mossingay 
estate beside them, and the compasses and rules, 
and plotting scale, just as he had left them a 
week ago. More than a year's labour spent 
upon that plan, yet it was never to be finished- 
And there too, standing near the window, was 
his easel with a sketch begun upon it, which 
anyone who knew the place would have recog- 
nised as the path through Braeton plantation; 
his palette was lying by it, with the brush 
and rest-stick all ready for use when he might 
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find time to pot mora touches into it. And in 
the recess at the left hand side of the fire- 
place was the old carved wood cabinet with 
the deep drawer where he kept his choicest 
belongings ; some of his mother's favourite boob, 
one or two tiny little notes — all that Maud 
had ever written to him — a watch-guard she 
had braided for him last winter, too saerea 
ever to be warn; and that spray of young sy- 
camore, very faded now and shrivelled, which 
he had gathered long ago on the Braeton road, 
and carefully laid away beside these. But what 
right has anyone to look into that drawer? 
Who cannot picture well enough what might 
be there ? Who that has lived through well nigh 
forty years of life has not gathered fin: him- 
self some such remembrance of bygone thoughts 
and joys ; whereupon* could other eyes than his 
own ever rest, they might see there depicted 
more accurately than any books, words or pic- 
tures could ever represent it, the man's own 
history, the man's own mind. Happy that man, 
whoever he may be, and howsoever thought of 
by his fellows, whose secret treasure-house of 
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facts and fancies, if suddenly rifled when he 
is no more, should be found so pure and in- 
nocent and holy as Stephen fioden's drawer 
in the old cabinet at Mossingay Cottage. 

"Eh! Sally, honey," said Martha, after a 
long, long pause of utter silence, "ye may tak* 
the poor . dear master's coat off tf peg, an* 
hang it up onywhere's, just out o' sight; an* 
his slippers too, bless him! them buff leather 
'uns as I put down t' fire to be airy an' dry 
agin he come home again. He'll never want 
'em no more now, I'm thinkin'. Ay, wench, 
but its an onmerciful thing, it is, for a good 
Christian like him to be trampled out o' life 
i' that way, an 9 sich lots of folk left under 
one's feet as isn't good for nowt but to be 
swept to one side for rubbish ; v and the old 
woman looked up the chimney and sighed. 

" Nay, Granny, tak' heart on't," said Sally, 
who was generally of a cheerful disposition, 
and cultivated the grace of silence on the pre- 
sent occasion more from a sense of respectful 
duty than because she felt in any wise drawn 
thereunto; " things is never so bad but what 
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they might be worse, and my word on't, he's 
gone to t' right place if he's gone at all; but 
it ain't no sort o' ways clear to my mind but 
what it's all a lee ; folks puts owt nowadays in them 
there papers. Why, it wasn't over a week sin' 
Jem Mailers tell'd me as how Queen Victory 
had sent word over to Ameriky, and got a 
answer back afore night. Now I say folks as 
could take that in 'ud believe owt ; an' I 
wouldn't go for to say but what this is t' 
same sort o' thing." 

w Out on ye, lassie ; don't be maunderin' 
after such nonsense. I didn't get that there 
token night afore last for nothin'." 

"What token, granny?'' said Sally, in a 
mysterious whisper, resting her two fat red arms 
on the top of the sweeping brush, and looking 
hard in the old woman's face. 

" Why, as I were wakkened up wi' rheumatiz, 
nigh upon t' strok' o' twelve, I heard a tappin', 
just for all t' world as clear like as poor dear 
master used to give at front door, an' I gits 
up an' looks out o' t' windy, and says c Who's 
there ? ' an' it wern't nobody at all. So I laid 
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me down again, an' I hadn't fairly got straight- 
ened an' comfortable afore I heerd it again, 
just at bed head, an' I knew as how it were 
a token then for some one as was a goin' to 
be took; so I said my creed and went off 
again* I knew summut was a goin' to happen ; 
tokens isn't sent for nothin'." 

t€ Law ! granny, but it would ha' sent me 
into fits; it kind o' skeers me awful to be 
hearin' o' noises at nights." 

u Fits, wench ! sich nonsense ! why, some 
folks skriel out if a ratten scrats behind t' 
boards, but there's no call to be feared on a 
token if you nobbut say your 'postle's creed 
quick sharp after it, an' don't turn over on 
your back. I once heerd tell of a man as 
fenced off a token wi' sayin' his multiplication 
table, but that's what I call haythenish, and 
not fit for a dacent Christian to think on. But 
laws a massy ! that's neither here nor there, now 
the dear master's gone. Nobbut to think as I 
should ha' known him from being a babby, to 
say nowt o' followin' his mother when she got 
married, and then gone long wi' him to that 
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Dunlaggaa place, among them barefooted servant 
lasses, an' me a decent-bred Englishwoman: 
besides alius puttin' in a word for him iwery 
night i' my prayers, when he was off in yon 
furrin parts, an' then to heer tell on him 
bein' snuffed out on a sudden in siah an on* 
natural manner, with niwer a body to speak a 
word tull him or ought. I wouldn't ha' cared 
so much if he'd died a-bed, wi' things clane 
an' dacent, an' somebody as would ha' brought 
him a nice bit an' sup when he could frame 
to tak' it, an' so as he oould be laid out like 
a Christian when t' breath was fairly out on 
him; but it's a vast more nor an old woman 
like me can bide for him to be took in sich 
an ondacent way as yon," and Martha threw 
her apron oyer her head, and began to sob as 
she rocked herself to and fro in her chair. 

" Whisht, Granny," said Sally, in a whisper, 
peering round behind the window blind to the 
back door. " Yen's Milly Dakin and her master 
comin' up t' road into t' yard." 

"An' when should folks come to see one at 
all, if they don't come at sich like times as 
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these ? Bon, Sally, into t' larder, and fetch t' 
spice loaf out, an' fettle up t 9 hearth afore they 
come in, an' side off yon pots off o' t' table, 
and set down t' ale jug. Folks shan't say as 
how we can't frame to do things proper, when 
such a 'fliction as this here comes;" and Martba 
lowered her apron and smoothed her grey hair, 
and settled her cap, and sat a little more up- 
right in her chair ; fbr she felt, in common 
with all other bereaved heads of households, 
that there was a certain accession of dignity in 
being called upon by her acquaintances and 
condoled with on the great loss she had sus- 
tained. And as Milly Dakin and her stalwart 
husband came in, she rose to receive them with 
a grave serenity which would not have disgraced 
Lady Albyn herself. 

The blacksmith was attired in his Sunday 
coat and a clean neckerchief, which his wife 
had just finished ironing out before they came. 
Milly had put on a bit of black ribbon by way 
of respect to Mrs. Brant's feelings* Just as 
they had got comfortably seated, old Matthew 
Bean came tottering in, in a vaguely apologe- 
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tical sort of way, accompanied by his more 
vigorous better half, who exercised a brisk super- 
vision over him — took off his beaver hat and 
laid it on the dresser, got him settled down in. 
a chair, then smoothed his coat for him, gave 
his hair, — what there was of it — a little set 
back, and touched him up in a general way; 
saying as she performed these wifely offices, 
that " old folks got 'mazing helpless, and for her 
part she couldn't think what she'd ever got 
married for at all, for he wasn't no sort o' thing 
to look 'up to, and took a vast deal o' mindin' 
to help him along in the right track." 

"I allers said them trains was nasty things," 
said Milly, taking out her white pocket-hand- 
kerchief to receive the cake which Sally was 
handing round to the company. She had men 
destly declined being assisted to ale, having a 
misty sort of notion that it wasn't feminine. 

"They're all a invention frae beneath," re- 
joined her spouse, whose trade had declined con- 
siderably since the advent of railroads about 
Braeton. "Whar ever herd o' sich like awful 
things as these] here in t' good old coachin* 
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times ? I alius said harm would come on't when 
folks tried to go faster than their Maker 
meant 'em to; not but what I think there's 
plenty o' folks in t' warld as 'ud be all t' better 
for bein' shifted out on it, least ways t' warld 
'ud be better, if t' folks wasn't themselves. 
But it's alius t' best kind as gets took ; t' others 
hangs on as isn't no good to onybody." 

"Well, it isn't no good frettin' as I can see," 
said Matthew Benn meditatively, from his arm- 
chair opposite Mrs. Brant. Polly always took 
care to get her husband a good seat out of the 
way of draughts, for he cost her so much trouble 
in colds. " We can't fetch him back nohow, an' 
he's gotten landed in a good place." 

" No use frettin' ! " responded his wife, to whose 
active, brisk temperament Matthew's meek sub- 
mission was a perpetual worrit. "Who said, 
it was? An' yet I'd like to know who fretted 
more nor yourself when our Jem was took 
— him as went off in faver last fall, ye mind, 
Mrs. Brant, — I've no manner of patience wi' 
folks as tells their neighbours not to fret, an' 
sings out like mad if ony o' their own bairns 
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is took from t' eril to come. I say as how 
Mr. Roden's a man as ought to be fretted 
for, an' it's many a wet eye there'll be for lam 
in this parish," and Polly shook out her pocket- 
handkerchief full of crumbs into the fire-place, 
and took a fresh piece of cake. 

" Ay, he was a right 'un, he was," said Hilly, 
"Why, the times I've see'd him take aad lift 
our Willy over yon great mud puddle just afore 
t' school-house door, when it was over big for 
t' poor bairn to stride across, wfout gettin' up 
to shoe-tops i' watter; an' I've heerd of his 
goin' to read to old Machin, an' sendin' his 
servant to help her with her bit o' wort, an' I 
say a man as '11 do the like o' that has a power 
o' good in t' heart on him, an' ought to be 
fretted over right well An' f poor young leddy, 
Miss Maud, her as he were goin' to be wed to 
— an' a bonnier he couldn't ha' found, — oh, 
but she'll be sore hurt, the darling, an' it's 
many a soul ought to pray for her whiles." 

€t Pray for her I " said Polly, with an indignant 
swing of her portly shoulders, "pray for her, 
the jewel! an' its precious little some folks 
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prays for them as gets the trouble sent. Why, 
it was nobbut last night as I was a bilin' some 
peas for supper, in oome Miss Tim, yon old 
maid, ye mind, from Marbrook, and says she to 
me, 'Mrs. Bean,' says she, c you've been having 
a shocking warning in this parish.' 

"'Yes, Miss,' I says, an' puts another stalk 
o' mint in among t' peas, and I didn't say 
nowt else, for I couldn't think o' nothin' to 
say. 

" ' It'll be a great visitation for Miss Maud,' 
she says, as hard and cold like as a raw 
potaty. 

"' Yes, Miss,' says I again, 'an' it seeips to 
me as if there's many a one deserved it more 
nor she did, the jeweL' 

* Well, then she kind o' drew herself up like, 
an' looked as big as you please. I'm thinking 
she doesn't like me to call her Mise, seein' as 
she's getting ould, but I don't mean ever to 
call her ought else, for she ain't married, no 
wonder either, and hasn't got no right to be 
called like them as is. 

"And then she says, says she, 'It's a pro- 

£ 2 
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vidence upon her for not givin' up herself a] bit 
more to the work o' the church. She never 
made herself useful with bazaars or aught o r 
that sort, and lived over much to herself.' Just 

■ 

think o' the like o' that now ! an 9 that dear young 
lady wearin' and slavin' of herself from year end 
to year end, comin' to see us, an' helping of 
us on, and talkin' so kind and precious like to 
us. I couldn't bear it, it kind o' riled me up, 
an' I'd got t' pot lid i' my hand.' " 

Here Sally opened her round eyes, and lis- 
tened with breathless interest, while Polly flou* 
riflhed her hands about and jerked her head 
until the ribbons on her bonnet danced again. 

"I'd got t' pot lid i' my hand, an' I could 
ha' throwed it at her, I just could, if it hadn't 
been for a pleeceman about on t' other side o' 
t' road; but I telled her a bit o' my mind, I 
did. 'Miss Tim,' says I, 'ye're an evil-minded 
woman, ye are, to go for to blacken that dear 
precious young leddy, whose ould shoes ye aren't 
good enough to wear ; that bonnie young leddy,' * 
and here Polly's voice melted into a rich 
counter-tenor, " ' that goes in an' out among the 
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folks like an angel of marcy, an' never sets foot 
onywhere but she puts a drop o' sunshine into 
t* day's work wi' her bonnie smile and her sweet 
tender ways ; an' now that the trouble's on her, 
an' she can't lift her blessed head, the darlin,' 
ye come croakin' round and pickin' of her, 
'cause she doesn't dress herself up and stand 
at baaaaxs, an' work her fingers to t' bone in 
sewin' at things as poor folks ought to be 
hired to do, 

" Then says she to me, ' Mrs. Benn,' says she, as 
greasy like and shining, ' you're heated — you ain't 
a thinkin' o' what you're sayin'. 

" Well, for t' matter o' that, I was heated, for 
I'd been washin' all day, an' I'd t' sheets to wring 
out myself, for Matthy yonder wi' his paral'sis, 
an' his shortness o' breath, an' his rhumatiz, ain't 
no more good at wringing out a sheet than a 
month-old babby. An' then I'd been a ironing 
of some starch things in that bit of a back 
kitchen of ours, nigh hand a fire hot enough to 
broil every bit o' patience out o' me, an' if all 
that isn't enough to heat a body I'd like to know 
what is. So says I to her, c Miss Tim,' says I, ' it's 
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my opinion you've been heating yourself wrfch 
something worse nor honest work, afore you'd 
come to other folk's houses, making sicb onda- 
cent remarks about our dear precious young* 
leddy, an 9 its an onmannerly thing, too, for the 
likes o' you to do, as hasn't given a bite nor a sop 
to anybody in this parish as I knows on,' — an' 
she hasn't neither, Mrs. Brant, for she's as big a 
screw as you ever set eyes on — *to be after 
takin' the shine out of her as has alius been t' 
pride an' blessin' o' t' place.' 

"Well, Mrs. Brant, wi' that she took and 
flung herself out o' f door, without ever so much 
as sayin' good mornin' to ye, an' was off down 
t' lane like a shot, and she said summut about 
pleecemen, and bein' consulted in her manevo- 
lent bedeavours, or some such grand words, as 
I couldn't understand and wasn't goin' to try. I 
haven't common patience wi' sich like folks,'* 
and Polly's bonnet-ribbons flew about with re- 
newed velocity, and she jerked out a fresh residue 
of crumbs into the fireplace. 

a Polly, honey then, be a bit aisy now, can't 
ye?" said Matthew soothingly — "it's onseemly to 
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be givin' out agin 9 quality in sich a way ; least 
said's soonest mended, honey." 

* Qnseemly ! was ye sayin', an' Fd like to know 
if it ain't kind o' unseemly for the like's of her 
to let on i' that way over Miss Maud ? Ye may 
cringe to yer betters if ye like, but as long as 
Fse got a tongue i' my head, Fll stick up for 
the dear young leddy. And as for callin' sich 
like folks as her, quality, I'd just shut up all t' 
rest o' my life, afote I'd demean myself to do ony 
sich tiring — ould maids as comes into other 
folk's houses an' blackens their neighbours' 
characters, an' takes pot-lid off to fin' out what 
yer goin' to have for yer dinner, an pries round 
among f cupboards, an' closets, an' places, a 
ferretin' out things as isn't no concern o' theirs, 
an' tellin' of ye to yer face as yer ain't good 
tempered enough, am' askin' if yer husband drinks, 
an' if yer childer goes to t' school, an' if yer get 
parish pay, an' if yer have t' clergyman come to 
see ye ; and tellin' ye to keep yerself clean and 
tidy — I'd like to see her keep herself clean 
an' tidy in that bit of a back kitchen of mine, 
wi' a week's wash to clear out o' t' way, an' t' 
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chimney reeking fit to smother ye, and an ould 
man like you to shake up whiles an' fix right 
and do for — sich talk ! just as if you wouldn't 
do it if you could, without their takin' trou- 
ble to tell ye. An 9 then when they've gotten 
iwery thing they want out oq ye, an' spried 
round into all yer ways an 9 doin's, and yer just 
beginnin' to think as how they're goin' to give 
ye a bit o 9 summut solider nor advice, they 
wish ye a good morning, an' yer forced to drop a 
curtsey an' thank em — ugh! to call sich folks 
as them quality, catch me doin' ought o' t' sort 
But, Matthy, we mun be setting off back, for I 
left bread in t' oven afore I came out, an 9 it '11 
be as brown as yon stick o' yours afore I get 
to give it a turn. Good evening to ye, Mrs. 
Brant, an 9 I hope ye'll get safe landed t'other 
side o 9 yer trouble, and Miss Maud too, bless 
her!" 

Polly Benn then proceeded to shake Matthew 
up. She smoothed his hair back, and fixed his 
hat on with a vigorous slap, set his coat 
straight, and whisked off the crumbs that had 
fallen upon it; then after giving an eye 



ALL FOR THE BEST. 57 

round him to see that all was right, she fetched 
his stick and steered him safely through the 
kitchen, and across the back yard, and into 
Braeton lane, where she took him in tow, and 
swept him safely along home. Milly Dakin stayed 
a little while after, to make a few general remarks 
about its being unwomanly in her opinion to have 
so much talk; and then gently reminding her 
sturdy Vulcan that it was drawing on to supper, 
he gathered himself up, and they wished Mrs. 
Brant good-night, leaving the great kitchen look- 
ing dark and 1 empty and deserted ; the pan lids 
and dish covers gleaming white and ghost-like in 
the twilight, and a desolate eerie sort of silence 
creeping amongst the shadows, which made 
Martha throw her apron over her head again and 
begin to sigh vehemently. 

" And now then, wench, 9 ' she said to Sally after 
a pause, in which there was nothing to be heard 
but the ticking of the old clock on the stairs, and 
a crackling of cinders, as one by one they fell out 
of the dead fire, " now then, clear away that seed 
loaf, and side them mugs an' things off t' table, 
an' give it a dust down. I'm thankful I ain't a 
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fine leddy to have folks conrin' round iwery 
night, an' talkm' all t' wits otrt on me. An' then 
fetch big ould Bible oat o* t' best parlour, an' 
we'll frame to spell out a chapter whiles; an' 
then I'll put up tf best sort o' prayer I can. Eh, 
wench, but it's a sorry like thing wheat' head o' a 
family's took, an' poor onlarned things left to 
fend for theirselves, an' fin' out t' road to heaven 
best way they can* 

« What!" she said, seeing that Sally was ex- 
pertly reducing the circumference of the seed loaf 
for her own private benefit, and stowing away 
large portions of it, besides taking surreptitious 
draughts from the brown jug, "mun ye need be 
stuffin' yerself wi' cake an' ale, an' yer master, 
bless him, him as took ye out o' t' parish, and 
gived ye a good home sin' ye was a bairn, not 
fixed in his grave ? Can't ye be doin' as yer bid, 
and then aittin' decently on yer chair, and 
gatherin' yerself into a serious frame o' mind ? " 

"Sure, granny, I'se serious enough whiles," 
said Sally, proceeding to wrap up the loaf in a 
clean cloth, "Tse alius thinkin' as how there's 
sperrits about, an' as for sittin' on t'other chair 
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yonder, wi' t' apron over my head, I'm thinkin' 
folks as came in 'ud be skeered at us, an' I don't 
see neither how t' floors 'ud get right swept and 
pans cleaned ; folks must live." 

To which proposition, Martha, not being able 
to oppose a satisfactory answer, contented herself 
by replying, "That's neither here nor there, 
hould yer tongue, bairn, and learn to behave yer- 
self. Marry, but Fm thinkin' if half on't world 
got shotten dead wi' a railway train, t'other half 
'ud go on eatin' cake an' ale as if nowt were 
t' matter." 
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CHAPTER V. 

Braeton, June 29th. — Maud, Maud! my poor 
little sister Maud ! what shall I say to you ? — 

" With silence only as their benediction, 
God's angels come ; 
Where, in the shadow of a great affliction, 
The soul sits dumb :" 

and how should I speak when they are still? 
We did not think it would be in this way, did 
we, Maud, when you and I had that walk in 
the April woods? My poor little sister! my 
gentle little sister ! whose life was to have been 
so bright, so full of peace* Was to have been! 
Quiet eyes, that I once thought had never known 
the feel of tears; quiet heart, that had never 
beat with anything but content; quiet hands, 
that used to fold each other in such perfect 
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repose, — all never to be quiet any more now. 
Maud, my sister Maud, is there, then, nothing 
but sorrow in this world ? Did you not tell me, 
long ago, that there remaineth even here a 
"rest 5 ' for the people of God? Oh! that we 
could find it, Maud ! 

Sometimes I think she has found it. She m 
so silent, so calm; with the silence and the 
calmness of one who has no more to hope for or 
fear for on earth, who will never again be what 
the world calls happy. It is so sad to watch 
her ; she goes about her little household ways as 
patiently as ever, with no tear dropping from her 
eyes, and no sign of anguish on her forehead. 
And yet she is changed. She was once our pet, 
our darling; now, she is our saint, and we look 
up to her as to one whose life is far above ours, 
who does but walk among us for a little while, 
with no touch of earth upon her white- gar- 
ments, until He shall say to her, "Come up 
higher," and she shall be with Him for ever. 
And with Stephen Boden, too, if indeed one who 
loved her so well is not always with her even 
now, a presence of rest and comfort 
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I think, more and more, that the foundation 
of all true nobleness is suffering ; that here, as 
in that other and more exalted state, it is only 
through the grave and gate of death that we 
pass to our joyful resurrection. Never before 
did I know how worthy and how enriching grief 
is, how it awakens our highest faculties, and 
places us in closer sympathy with Him who, 
though He was a Son, yet learned obedience 
by the things which He suffered. And through 
these great and heavy surges, Maud, you have 
struggled to a new, nobler life. Perhaps, ere 
long, through those that dash over me, I too 
shall follow you> 

We have been to the Lingold Lake again. 
How is it that that little wooden bridge, and the 
quiet stream that flickers under it, are so fast 
bound with my solemnest memories; that even 
now I think of every moment passed there, sadly, 
and with a reverent awe? How very beautiful 
it looked last week in its June dress of sparkling 
greenerie! How the sunlight danced, and 
gleanied, and rippled on the broad lake! how 
the leaves, close folded up last time Maud and I 
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were there, now shook out their light tresses in 
the wind, and how the many-tinted, sweet- 
scented flowers smiled at us from their ferny 
beds ! Summer had come in all its beauty, but 
there was no summer for us two* I was so glad 
the trees had grown thick and green between us 
and the grey gables of Glinton Manor, the home 
that was to have been Maud's. She has never 
seen it since that fatal day. Blessed leaves that 
grow up between us and our sorrows, giving us 
cool shade in place of stinging memories! 

How different Maud is from me; how much 
nobler ! In my first great grief I put away all 
comfort* and folded it tightly to my heart 
There was no beauty to me then in the autumn 
leaves, or the purpling sky, or the thousand tints 
and forms of nature around me. Everything 
was darkened and shadowed by that one great, 
overhanging thought. She is so different ; so 
meek, so patient, so willing to be comforted. 
Her eyes see love and beauty yet, where mine 
find nothing but gloom. How she lingered to 
admire the mossy sprays that carpeted the wood, 
and to look into the flowers' bright eyes, until her 
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own were gladdened ; and how tenderly she re- 
moved some dead old year's leaves — perhaps the 
very leaves that fell on Philip Lowe and me last 
autumn — which were hiding the sunlight from a 
little white windflower I My kind sister Maud ! 

By and by, when we had walked up and down 
many a time through those thick, green, leafy 
aisles, we sat to rest upon an old trunk, just 
where we could see the Mar brook sparkling pasfr 
the tall ferns, and watch the silver sheen of the 
lake beyond. And there she spoke to me, in her 
quiet, simple way, of the great grief which had 
come upon her. 

" Mabel," she said, " I would not have him 
come back again* Do you know the last words 
he said to me were — 'It is only a little while, 
Maud, and I shall see you again — only a little 
while.' And it is only a little while ; I shall see 
him again, Mabel, before long, I know I shall." 

Ah ! how calmly we can talk of any grief that 
has no sin in it! I looked at her as she sat 
there, with such a heavenly peace throned on 
her forehead, and such an upward, waiting look 
in her eyes t— eyes with less of earth in them than 
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heaven — and a strange fear shot through me. 
Was it indeed to be so ? Was she too going to 
leave me? And I held her tightly as we sat there, 
more tightly than I had ever done in all my life 
before. And I said, " Maud, Maud, you must 
not go. Stay and comfort me, for I too have 
known sorrow ; it has come to me, Maud, it has 
indeed." 

And then I told her all. 

She spoke no word for long. Only she looked 
at me with those quiet eyes of hers, so full of 
sorrow, so full of love! When I come to die, 
I hope such a look as that may be the last I shall 
meet. I would like my last earthly memory to be 
of a face like Maud's, that, having its reflection 
on my spirit, I might pass to that other world 
where they are all like her. But when I told her 
of the peace which had come down upon me after 
that bitter strife — of the rest which grew with 
the thought that God had sent it all — she drew 
closer up to me, and said in her quiet under- 
tone, — 

VOL. III. p 
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" fib He brmgeth them to the haven where 
they would be " 

I have that scene before me now. I shall never 
forget it, never. The summer air rippling up the 
wood with a wave-like whispering sound; the 
slant rays of sunlight quivering down to the grass 
at our feet ; the glade leading up to GHinton 
Manor streaked with soft, cool shadows, and 
opening here and there to let in the faint blue 
outline of the distant hills ; the heavy pine and 
cedar branches stretching out sharp and black 
like groined arches upon the green roof of leaves 
above us ; die bright coral-like red stems of the 
young sycamores gleaming in the sunshine ; the 
flowers, many tinted, many scented, holding the 
light lovingly within their waving bells ; the 
musical, soft chime of the little Mar brook, as it 
flickered through the copse and fern; the cool 
swish of the wind through the fir trees; the lulling 
murmur of the wood pigeons; the soft rocking 
motion of the great bracken leaves; the glitter 
of the sunshine on the blades of grass ; the blue 
sky glinting in through interlacing boughs; the 
soft haze of summer air upon the distance: — 
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and, over all, Maud's voice saying, what was 
blessed truth for us both, " Then we they glad, 
because they be quiet" 

For there was no sting now in either of our 
hearts. We felt, as we came home hand in hand 
through Lingodd Wood that day, that the bitter- 
ness of death was past. We knew that if, for 
both of us, the brightest happiness of life lay 
behind, as indeed it did, so also did its keenest 
sorrow ; and that all coming years, whether they 
brought with them light or shadow, would only be 
leading us on with gentle hand to our home, to 
that great solemn future of heaven, which we had 
both learned to think of now as the goal of all 
our hopes, the true rest and Sabbath of the 
soul. 

I have found that it is great gain when we can 
look upon all earthly happiness as apart from 
ourselves, as not in itself necessary to our peace ; 
when we can give thanks for those who are 
rejoicing in hope, yet envy not their joy ; and 
when, being gentle through suffering ourselves, 
we can touch all other sorrow with a gentler 
hand. And come what, may, life will always be 
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very holy — nay, even very sweet — so long as I have 
Maud, my sister Maud, to share it with me. 

As we came home again through the orchard, 
the sharp ring of the railway whistle cut across 
the air. I was pained for her, and would have led 
her quickly away, but she only smiled and said, 
tc Never mind, Mabel ; it is always good to re- 
member those we love when we know they are 
at rest." 

And so it is. And I will think of you, Philip 
Lowe, my only one, as at rest too. After all, it 
will only be a little while, perhaps only a very 
little while, and we shall all be at rest together. 

Sunday evening. — Everything is very quiet 
now, both for her and forme. She has given me 
precious words of comfort, and I know they shone 
into her own heart too as she spoke them. Ah, 
these seed-thoughts take root so soon in the 
warm fresh ground of grief. We are very near 
and dear to each other now, are we not, Maud ? — 
nearer than we were before, since we have known 
each other's sorrows. And in all of them, we feel 
a strange, quiet sort of rest. 
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Is this the "rest" that remaineth for the 
people of God, Maud ? I think it is, and He has 
given it to me, *even to me. 

That same afternoon Miss Nunly came to tea. 
She often comes now. She and Maud seem so 
thoroughly one. I know they like to talk by 
themselves, so I set out for another walk. First 
of all I called to see Lizzie Machin, and read to 
her; then I went to see poor, delicate Mrs. 
Hart, our curate's wife, and offered to take her 
two little children out while she got rest and 
quiet. I am beginning now to learn that we 
should not wait for high days and holidays to 
give our thank-offerings, but mark every day, 
be it glad or sorrowful, by some little act of 
kindness. I took them up to the copse on the 
hill behind our house, and while they went 
wandering about, rasp-hunting, I sat down under 
the trees, with the Marbrook valley before me 
sleeping in the evening sunshine, and the blue 
hills girding in the distance; and thought on 
all the changes which the last few months had 
brought. 

It seemed as if there were not many bright 
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spots for the eye to rest upon; and when I 
looked forward to the future which we should 
have to go through day by day, it appeared to 
my sad fancy something like that road, that 
long, straight, even Glinton Road, that cat 
through the meadows on my right hand, over 
which Maud and I had so often gone when we 
were children on our way to school. A life-path 
now, somewhat dull and narrow it is true, but 
plainly defined. No wayside wanderings nor 
shady resting-places, but just a steady pursuit 
of the beaten track, one trodden by many before, 
without shadow to cross it or sunlight to rest 
upon it. Still, for both, of us, for Maud and for 
me, it is the right path, one by which we are 
being led forth to a city of habitation. And, 
after all, 

" Earth's guerdon of regret " 

is almost the best that any happiness here leaves 
behind it 
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CHAPTER VL 

Braetoriy August 2nd. — Once more I am sitting 
here in my little room, with the sunlight glinting 
in through the jasmine leaves, making their 
shadows fall, soft and flickering, on my paper as 
I write. And far away yonder over the Down- 
shire hills, the white clouds stoop and tremble ; 
and thousands of leafy voices come to me from 
the Lingold Wood, no longer full of sad memories 
or dreary thoughts, but speaking pleasantly of 
golden days to come, for me, even me. 

I said when the leaves came out last April, 
"There is nx> spring for me." I watched them 
bursting into greenness and beauty, and wearied 
that for me such freshness was all past; — little 
thinking, ere those same leaves had crimsoned, 
and paled, and fallen, what joy should come. He 
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is my own now, my very own, mine for ever. But 
how shall I tell it all ? Sitting here at my little 
white-curtained window, all within and all with- 
out so warm and loving — where shall I begin? 
For, even before I can get a single page written, 
there comes down upon me the sweet conscious- 
ness of all that is, of all that will be, and I lose 
myself in dreams so bright and sunny. 

Yes, it has come to me at last, that golden 
morning time, without which all life is dreary ; 
but having it, or even the memory of it, we go 
forth strong and brave for all that may come 
after. Let me try once more to write it. 

It was Wednesday, the day before yesterday. 
I had taken her class for her, her class of girls 

« 

that she goes and teaches at Milly Dakin's before 
the evening service. I often take it for her now, 
for Maud is not strong, and a little thing wearies 
her. I remember the time when it would have 
been such a dismal, dreary thing for me to have 
gone and taught those girls ; when I wondered how 
my sister, with no other motive than that of duty, 
could plod on with them so patiently week after 
week and month after month. I have learned to 
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understand it better now, and I can be tender 
with them, remembering that perhaps some of 
them too may have had trouble, even as we have. 
Nay, indeed, I know it is so. Poor Mary Dale 
has never been the same girl since that week the 
soldiers came recruiting through Braeton, and 
wiled away that simple John, the carpenter's lad; 
and when she hears anything about war now, she 
looks so keen and earnest, and she comes down to 
us sometimes to beg the newspapers and see if 
there has been any news from India. Poor Mary, 
I will go and talk to her some day, and try 
to comfort her. When the class was over, I went 
to see old Lizzy Machin and read to her. I 
generally have my own little testament when I 
go there, but this Wednesday evening I had left 
it at home, so the old woman gave me her great 
brown leather-covered bible. It opened at that 
chapter in Isaiah about the desert rejoicing and 
blossoming as the rose ; the same it opened upon 
so many months ago, that morning when Philip 
was coming to see us. I read the chapter through, 
with a heart full of many thoughts, thoughts that 
she, in her quiet, monotonous life, knew nothing of. 
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And then I left her to go to church. It wanted 
more than a quarter of an hour to the aervioey 
hot the perfect hush, and rtilhiwt of the place 
seemed all I needed just then*; so I went in. 

I could not help thinking, as 1 crossed the 
threshold, leaving the glowing sunshine, the 
waving chestnuts, the blue sky, behind me, and 
entered the cool, dark, shadowed aisle that led to 
our pew under the west window, of that other 
and higher change through which emir spirits, 
Maud's and mine> had passed, — from the bright- 
ness and fervour of early hope to the still, calm, 
even rest of faith, the utter ceasing from our own 
works, our own. longings, our own aims, the 
simple waiting for Him, — the rest that remaineth 
for His people- And aa I sat there, watching the 
light come in through the stained windows, cast- 
ing the flickering shadow of the old yew tree, the 
tree that shelters Walter's and Stephen's grave, on 
the column before me; and as I listened, half 
sleeping, half waking, to the monotonous sound 
of the bells which had just begun, to chime, there 
seemed to come before me, in a sort of dream, the 
whole of that past year with its joy and sorrow, 
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its tumult and rest Once more, and &r the last 
time, I bent over the grave of my bygone life* 
and read the inscriptions written there as one 
hope after another had died and been buried* 
Strangely mingting with the stained windows, and 
clustered columns, and groined roof of the old 
church, in that dim hazy light, there came up 
again long reaches of cliffs stretching their white 
arms to the sea; a pleasant murmur of blue 
waves plashing on the shore; salt spray {tinging 
up high and bright over the dark rocks ; droop- 
ing tresses of many-coloured weed drifting to 
and fro. Back again, too, came the autumn 
woods where crimson leaves lay thick upon 
Lingold Lake, and the golden sunset shone upon 
us for the last time. And then, like a swiftly 
rushing tide, separating me from all that had gone 
before, I remembered my first sorrow — the death 
of my one great hope, followed by Maud's, whose 
shadow lay upon us even then. 

Thinking of all these things, I did not notice 
that the church had filled with people, and the 
bells ceased to chime. By and by the organ pre- 
lude began, part of that Twelfth Mass of Mozart's 
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that he used to be so fond o£ I found the place 
in my prayer-book, and rose, my eyes still bent 
down, and my heart still going out after those 
long-ago times, when suddenly a quick, bright, 
thrill leaped through me. I looked up for 
one little moment, and then down again to 
look up no more. It was no well-accustomed 
voice, such as we had listened to for years and 
years back, that read out the beautiful opening 
exhortation ; it was no white-haired pastor's head 
that the sunlight gleamed upon, no bending time- 
worn form that stood within our old oak reading- 
desk. 

It was Mr. Lowe, — Philip, my Philip. 

God forgive me, that all through that blessed 
service my thoughts were far away from any 
spoken words. God forgive me, that in far 
other language than our holy church teaches, I 
praised Him for that day's life, — that while others 
prayed for protection, guidance, and pardon, I 
could but weep with a feeling there is no name 
for. God forgive me, that, overpassing the sense 
of all he said, I only knew it was far above any 
other joy to hear him speak again. I don't know 
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if lie saw me or not. I never thought of that. 
To know that he was there was quite enough; 
his very presence was rest. blessed time ! 
O blessed sunshine ! blessed service of peace 
and thanksgiving ! 

The sermon seemed very soon over. I came 
out with the rest of the people, and home by 
myself through the Braeton plantation. As I 
walked slowly along, it seemed to me as if it 
might all have been a dream — just a blessed 
heaven-sent dream, to strengthen me for daily 
labour and patience, and to keep the memory of 
him fresh and pure in my heart. When I got 
home all was quiet as usual. Maud had not yet 
come back from the Lingold Wood, where she had 
gone early in the afternoon. Papa and mamma 
were having their evening reading in the dining- 
room, and asked me to join them, but I only 
wanted my own thoughts then; so I went 
into the drawing-room, and sat down on my low 
stool within the shadow of the curtains, looking 
out upon the garden and the meadows beyond. 

I don't know how long I sat there — it must 
have been a very long time, though, for the streaks 
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she had looked upon. I could almost hare fancied 
that, in the long solitary ramble from which she 
had just returned, he had met her and talked with 
her as in days of old. She sat down beside me in 
Philip's place. There was no need to tell her 
anything ; she knew it all. 

" I am very glad for you, Mabel." 

That was all she said, and kissed me. Her lips 
were warm and glowing, and there was a flush, 
the old flush come back again, upon her cheek. 

I could but think of that other Wednesday 
evening, little more than a year ago, when I had 
sat beside her at her bedroom window; not 
daring to tell her what was in my heart, and 
feeling as if her new-found joy had placed a 
great gulf between us. Maud, why has it 
been taken away from you so soon ? 

It was no time for words. We could only sit 
there and think : I, with strange, reverent 
gladness, over my present; she, with patience, 
over her past. No, not her past, though, for 
there was that in her face, as I saw it then in 
the deepening twilight, which no memory could 
bring there; it was rather the calm, grand 
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certainty of coming joy, the upward waiting look 
of one whose future is all in heaven. Very 
soon he came back again to us, and stood beside 
me and Maud. 'Not between us, as Stephen 
Roden once did, hiding us from each other; 
but at my right hand. They were both mine 
now, Maud and Philip, but I belonged to him 
only. 

It was getting very late ; but yet the twi- 
light, as though loth to leave entirely a day 
which had been so fair, lingered softly, in broad, 
grey tints, upon the sky and the distant hills, 
and let us see in faint outline the massy sweeps, 
of Braeton Plantation and the Lingold Wood. 
Standing there, we three together, in that entire 
quietness, I thought over again in one long* 
loving prayer my whole past life. Not wearily 
and wistfully, as in church awhile ago, standing 
over its graves and tear-worn relics, with a heart 
whose only inheritance was patient endurance; 
but as one may listen to very sweet and precious 
music, while some master hand brings out the 
hidden melody which underlies all its contend- 
ing chords ; or, as in the broad light of morning 
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one might stand on the lofty mountain-top, 
looking away upon sunlit valleys and flowery 
paths, and murmuring streams, over which, 
through all the dark and cloudy night, we had 
been painfully toiling, seeing no beauty, and 
only longing for rest ; or, as after long working 
through some difficult problem, its solution 
dawns upon us, and we see how all has been 
tending onwards to harmony and correctness. 
So now, my life problem had been solved; so 
now, daylight shone on the long, weary journey 
of the past, and showed me how full of beauty, 
how fall of wisdom it had been; so now, the 
master-hand had come and revealed the hidden 
melody which had been working on through all 
the jarring notes of life. So now, my dead hope 
had arisen, and there was no longer any grave 
for me to watch by. 

And then in the half darkness I looked up 
at Philip's face. I could but just see it, and 
mark bow upon its brave, iron-strong firmness 
there had come down a new tenderness; how its 
grand lines of decision and self-control were 
tempered with a most gentle kindliness; how 
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standing there beside me in that stately, regal 
manhood of his, with that princely pride of port 
and gesture, I could yet find that in him which 
for me would always be most tender and true; 
that, facing the world, as he did often, with a 
cold, stem, Alpine ridge of snow, there would 
always for me be sunshiny rifts, warm and 
pleasant, where the beautiful home flowers of 
love and peace would grow; and where, how 
rugged soever for passing travellers they might 
seem, I should always find shelter and rest. 
Philip, my king, my only one ! 

It was very, very still, so still that when the 
ten o'clock railway whistle sounded clear and 
long upon the Marbrook line, it made us start as 
if from some dream. Poor Maud! how often 
she had to hear that sound which had once 
told of his coming, but could now never speak 
to her of anything but heavy, life-long sadness. 
Her hand that I held in mine shook a little, 
just a very little ; but when I turned and looked 
at her face, as I could see it in that dim uncer- 
tain twilight, there was still the same great calm 
upon her forehead, and the same warm flush 
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upon her cheek, and a glorious hopefulness in 
her eyes ; as if the soul within, overpassing 
all that lay before her of sorrow and waiting 
and longing, had rested on that future of perfect 
love, — that other, and blessed, and far-off land, 
from which the former things have passed 
away. 

And then I remembered, what through these 
hours of quick upspringing joy, I had too selfishly 
forgotten — 

This was to have been Maud's wedding-day. 



I 



ALL FOB THE BEST. 85 



CHAPTER VII. 

It was the time of the Marbrook October 
races. v 

People always noticed that Miss Nunly was 
quieter than usual at such times as these, and 
seemed to have a weight upon her mind until 
they were over ; as indeed most thinking people 
have, though not from the same cause perhaps. 
And when, as night drew on, and the crowded 
course disgorged its hundreds of populace into 
the quiet little streets, filling them with low 
revelry and drunken merriment — there came a 
look of great sadness and anxiety upon her face, 
and she would often remain for hours in her own 
room ; some thought, to pray for the multitudes 
who were thus running to do evil; others, for 
those poor weary wives and mothers who had no 
heart to pray for themselves. 

oS 
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Marbrook was passing gay to-night, for the 
great race ball was being held, to which the rank 
and beauty of the whole county came, resplen- 
dent in plumes and diamonds, together with a 
shoal of lesser lights, younger sons of the aris- 
tocracy, and stiff old spinsters who lived very 
upright on their family pride and a small an- 
nuity. Carriages were flashing hither and thither 
along the streets, carriages of all shapes and 
pretensions; from the Duke of Chartermayne's 
crested equipage, into which had any one looked 
with sufficient impertinence, he might have 
caught a glimpse of ancestral jewels glittering in 
the lamplight, and a warm glow of crimson opera 
cloaks — down to the ancient black-hooded vehicle 
which conveyed the two Misses Farbelook, in sober 
coloured array, to this their annual episode of 
gaiety. For these most unexceptionable virgins, 
though daughters of the late esteemed Bector, 
and though having promised at an early period 
of their lives, in common with most other ball- 
goers, to renounce the pomps and vanities of this 
wicked world, were by no means averse' to a spice 
of mundane vanity; and did not consider their 
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weekly ministrations in the tract district, No. 10 
Braeton parish, in any way hindered' by a few 
preparatory quadrilles. Sir Everard Albyn, Lord 
of the Manor of Braeton, was there too, with his 
three fair daughters, floating masses of white 
drapery, picked out with jasmine and blush roses 
from the head milliner. And Mr. Euston Eaye 
talked pretty sentiment in the intervals of waltzes 
and polkas, or looked hi sweetest smiles over 
glasses of strawberry cream in the supper-room. 
And old dowagers, with hearts as flinty as the 
diamonds which sparkled in their false ringlets, 
paraded magnificently up and down, keeping a 
sharp look-out oyer the prospects of marriageable 
daughters. And beautiful young mothers were 
there, dancing away beneath gaslight and arti- 
ficial flowers, while at home their innocent chil- 
dren pined and wearied in the care of hirelings. 
And proud women stepped queen-like through 
quadrilles, and smoothed the care-marks from 
their high marble foreheads, and wreathed their 
rosy lips into stateliest smiles; wondering all 
the whale what luck their husbands were having 
at the gaming-table, or whether the bet then 
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pending for the next day's race would leave them 
penniless. And gentlemen in white kids, with 
anxious hearts, whispered soft nonsense to the 
pyramids of tulle and tarltane at their sides, and 
then asked themselves by how many thousands 
they should be richer or poorer to-morrow night 
at this time. 

Whilst fashionable life seethed and bubbled, 
and sparkled and sighed, and danced beneath 
the painted roof and among the evergreen gar- 
lands of Marbrook Assembly Booms, another sort 
of life, totally another sort, was going on outside. 
There were alleys, even in snug, well conducted, 
respectable little Marbrook, down which the 
better sort of people never passed, and of which 
they rarely spoke ; and these were thronged. 
There were rooms where dice rattled, and pale- 
faced, haggard-looking men bartered and sold, 
and paid away fortune, and character, and fair 
fame. And these were thronged. There were 
other rooms, all foul with smoke and brandy, 
where horrid jests went round and careless oaths ; 
where men learned to despise their Master, and 
to lose faith in one another. And these were 
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thronged. For Marbrook was always very full 
at the races. 

And anxious mothers watched the many-co- 
loured ribbons of the recruiting sergeant flutter 
past, and wondered -vrihere those wild sons of 
theirs were, and whether they would come home 
again that night, or never any more at all. And 
other mothers, who had daughters out in service, 
thought wearily of them, and wished the race 
safely over, not without need. And wives, whose 
husbands had been out all day, sat drearily 
enough over desolate grates that had once been 
pleasant firesides, and listened to the Abbey clock 
striking hour after hour far into the night. And 
on the whole, there was more of wretchedness than 
joy, more of bitter heart-sorrow than anything 
else in Marbrook on the night of the grand 
October races. As perhaps there is everywhere 
on most race days. 

But all was very quiet in the parlour of the old 
house in the Abbey Close, in which Miss Nunly 
and Maud sat ; that quaint little wainscoted 
parlour, with its carved door opening out upon 
the old-fashioned garden, where the elm trees 
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reached oat their dark branches, and the rooks 
cawed from morning to night, and the quiet, 
unbroken ripple of the silver Mar flowed past 
Beyond them lay the uplands and moorlands, the 
same that Stephen Boden and Maud had trodden 
so often in the green beauty of spring. Not green 
now though, but just beginning to blush and 
crimson under the warm glances of October sun- 
shine. And the tall poplars by the river side 
already shed their yellow leaves, and the belt of 
sycamores that skirted Mos&dngay Park put off 
their robe of Bummer beauty, as though weary of 
so many garish months of sunlight, and longing 
for the utter rest of winter. For even trees and 
flowers tire, as we do, of overmuch brightness. 

Maud was somewhat changed, perhaps very 
much changed, since that May evening when the 
sight of her little figure tripping along the Mar- 
brook road had sent Stephen Boden home with 
such a strange feeling at his heart. Changed, not 
so much in form and feature, or indeed in any- 
thing that mere surface observers could detect; 
for over and over again, common-place people 
had remarked how cheerfully Miss Maud got over 
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her disappointment, and would-be sentimental 
young ladies wondered that she did not appear 
suitably melancholy; — but changed, as those who 
knew her best could Bee full well, from the free- 
hearted, happy girl, floating serenely on over the 
quiet current of life, into the chastened, earnest, 
deeply thinking woman. 

Only twenty-one; she had overpassed already 
the worst die could know of earthly sorrow. 
There could be nothing in reserve for her whilst 
this life lasted, either of joy or pain, like that 
which she had already known. And there had 
come down upon her young face a look of grave 
and settled quietness, such as we only see in those 
who have been brought through a very rough and 
strong sea, under dark sides and orer lashing 
billows, to the (€ rest that remaineth." 

After all there is nothing so ennobling as sorrow, 
the Borrow which (rod sends, and which He gives 
us strength to bear. Taking the soul from its 
resting-^place of human hopes and foncies, it throws 
it forth into the keen, clear mountain air, and bids 
it mount upward and still upward to those regions 
where the sky is purer and the breeze fresher, and 
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the clouds and mists of earth lie all beneath it. 
And if at first, like some poor little new-fledged 
bird, we do look back wearily and longingly to 
the warm-lined shelter we have left behind, it is 
only for a little while. We shall find a safer and 
a better one by and by, which we shall never 
need to leave any more. 

Maud was a nobler woman now than she had 
ever been. A queenlier woman, as indeed she 
well might be, having received upon her meek 
brow the crown of thorns, the symbol here of that 
other and more glorious one which hereafter 
€Fod's sorrowing children shall wear. A certain 
half perceptible halo of dignity had gathered 
upon her in place of the winning, child-like 
sweetness of her morning time. They had given 
over calling her " little Maud," and tendered her 
a grave, respectful reverence, which,, indeed, she 
well deserved ; such a reverence as we give un- 
consciously to any one, high or low, rich or poor, 
who stands under the shadow of a great grie£ 

So they two, Maud and Miss Nunly, were 
together in the little wainscoted parlour. They 
were very quiet, more so, perhaps, than most 
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people would have thought proper, and hardly 
reaching the ordinary limits of sociability. There 
were long gaps and breaks in the conversation; 
both of them often using that rare privilege of 
friendship — silence. It is only half friends who 
must needs keep up an incessant patter patter of 
conversation, lest, forsooth, their companions 
should think them " dull," and begin to rally them 
up again, and force the tired wheels of talk to 
move round once more. 

Maud was busy with some sewing work that 
she was doing for Miss Nunly ; but she often let 
it lie idly in her lap, and looked down the Braeton 
road to where she could see Lingold Wood, and, 
by the early evening mist that rose from it, the 
lake in the park. The same wood which she and 
Stephen had tracked so often in early spring, and 
glowing summer, and golden-tinted autumn ; the 
same lake beside which they two had stood last 
year, when the young October sun shone down 
upon it as it did now. It was four months since 
Stephen Eoden had died. 

Maud never spoke of him as having been killed. 
She never gave herself leave to rest on that pain- 
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fill scene of sudden, hopeless destruction ; but she 
always thought of him as " dying," nay, even as 
" falling asleep/* — as amid pain and tumult ami 
uproar slept that other Stephen in Jerusalem 
of old. And she knew well, oh blessed know- 
ledge for any to have of those they love, that 
He, the holy, the loving One, who received the 
martyr Stephen to his rest, had her Stephen 
in His presence too; it was only for a little 
while, and they should meet again. Truly, no 
sorrow that has this light upon it should ever be 
called greater than we can bear. We may even try 
to thank God for it, though that trying may be 
hard sometimes, until we think how many like us 
have the sorrow, but not like us the rest which 
makes that sorrow light. 

Following the track her thoughts had taken, 
Maud said at last, " I have been thinking about 
Stephen Roden." 

"But you would not have him back again," 
Miss Nunly replied. 

a No, not back again. It seems sometimes 
as if he could not be nearer to me than he is 
now; we walk very closely together, very closely, 
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though I cannot see him any more. And, if 
ever I feel tired and weary, I just think of 
those last words of his, — < It is only a little while,' 
and my heart grows still, and the sorrow goes 
away." 

" As all sorrow will, Maud, that has no sin in it. 
We should never say of any grief that God has 
sent, it is too heavy for us. It is only the 
burdens we faring upon ourselves that weigh us 
down so that we cannot rise." 

Just then a burst of rude merriment from the 
distant street smote into the quiet little room. 
The people were laughing at a drunken woman 
who was staggering home from the course. There 
was a look of great sadness came over Miss 
Nunly's face as she heard it, of more than 
sadness, of self-reproach and bitterness. She was 
silent for a long time, listening to that hoarse 
laugh as it rang down the street. 

" After all, Maud," she said at last, as though 
speaking of some long past sorrow, "after all, 
the sting of death is &m, nothing but sin. 
Whether it be the death of our friends, or our 
hopes, or our enjoyments, death of whatever 
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kind- — the sting of it is sin. There is no sting, 
however much there may be of regret, in re- 
membering those, who, having gone from us, have 
left behind them a worthy and stainless name. 
Think Maud, if Stephen Boden had left you 
anything else to mourn over besides his death ; if 
there had been the remembrance of unrighteous 
deeds, the galling thought of unkind words." 

Maud looked away over the Mar river and the 
green meadows to Braeton church, where he lay; 
and there came up into her heart a feeling of 
unbroken peace and quiet thankfulness, as she 
thought of all he had been to her. Miss Nunly 
went on. 

"Be very sure, my child, tried and troubled as 
you have been, there is a sorrow far worse than 
that of losing our Mends by death ; it is to lose 
them by unworthiness. If they only die, we soon 
follow them, and all is right again; we have but 
to wait patiently a little while until our time 
comes. But, Maud, it is very bitter when any 
one dies to us — living still ; when the death of sin 
and unworthiness lies between us and those who 
were once our life ; when we think of them, 
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walking this same earth that we do, coming some- 
times very near to us, breathing the air that 
we do, treading in our own footprints ; when we 
can look into their feces, and hear their voices, 
and track them as they go along through life, yet 
feel all the while that they are farther apart from 
us; oh, how much farther than if God had taken 
them from us into heaven ! This is death, Maud, 
the bitterness of death which never passes away." 

Maud was silent still, her own sorrow seemed so 
easy to bear now. She tried to picture to herself 
how it would be if Stephen Boden could be upon 
this earth now; near her in body, just as he used 
to be ; passing and repassing her day by day, yet 
hers no longer; lost to her by a death from which 
there was no resurrection, parted from her by the 
great gulf of sin which every day cleft wider and 
wider. It was a very terrible picture, one that 
made her shrink and tremble. And then she 
thought that perhaps this friend by her side could 
do more than picture it. 

Miss Nunly never took any one into her heart 
to show them how empty and desolate it was. 
She told no one how, long ago, the fires had gone 
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out on the altar of hope, leaving there nothing 
but a few grey, crumbling ashes. She was not 
one of those who can turn themselves inside out 
like the zoophytes and sea*anemones on the rocks, 
and go on living just as comfortably as ever after 
the operation* She was not what is commonly 
called " transparent/' lighted up ready to be 
looked through, admired or pitied by passers-by, 
as the case might be. Upon all her past life 
there hung the veil of a great silence, never 
lifted for any one; only showing by occasional 
throbbings that something lived and moved be- 
neath it still. And from this long-practised 
quietness^ people had learned to think that she 
was very easy and untroubled, and so brought 
her all their little cares and uneasiness to be 
sympathised with; wondering sometimes how it 
was that she was so skilled to soothe, so gentle to 
bind up the fretting wound, so wise to look 
upward and gather strength for coming need 
They forgot how 

" Eyes that have wept so much see clear." 

Only sometimes, as now with Maud, she thought 
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more freely, and unlocked the springs of feeling, 

■ 

that comfort might flow from them to other 
hearts; not telling even Maud, though, whence 
those springs had their source. She went on, 
still looking out over the Marbrook hills, where 
the twilight was beginning to creep up. 

" We should hardly call that death which only 
takes from us the bodily presence of our friends, 
and leaves the heart of them with us still, for 
comfort and companionship. We have but to 
think of them, and they are here ; we have but 
to drop this little outer husk of words and looks 
and daily week-day cares, entering the still world 
of thought, and they are with us* After a while, 
we have but to die, -and we shall be with them. 
Is this very much to murmur about ? Is there 
any sting in this that we grieve over it so ? Only 
a little while to walk alone; only a little while to 
miss the hand-clasp, the kind, pleasant voice, and 
all will be given back to us again, never to depart 
any more, never any more at alL It is that 
other death, Maud, that death in life, which it is 
so hard to bear ; that death which takes from us 
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those who were our all in all, and gives them, 
not into the keeping of a tender and loving 
Father, to be treasured safely for us until we 
can come to them, not into heaven and rest 
and peace, but to sin and to recklessness. That 
death which strikes them apart from us, and 
throws them back into a world full of wickedness, 
where no tender thought of ours can reach them, 
from which no longing of ours can bring them 
back; and there is nothing left for us but to 
remember them with tears. You will never feel 
this, Maud* There are deeps of suffering in the 
world into which you have never looked. And 
fViinViiig of them sometimes, it seems to me as 
if there were mysteries, too, which even heaven 
itself will never solve." 

Quick descent from these elevated spheres of 
thought. The tramping of sublunary shoes was 
heard in the little entrance hall, such tramping, 
quick and busy, as was never heard save from 
the feet of Miss Gabbatis. And presently the 
straw bonnet of that brisk little spinster made 
its appearance within the door of the wainscoted 
room, followed, after a suitable interval, by the 
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whole of her outer woman, attired in the cus- 
tomary brown alpaca dress, and bearing the peri- 
patetic umbrella, which had been officiating as a 
walking-stick along the Braeton road* 

" Astonished to see me now, aren't you, Miss 
Nunly ?" said she, as she looked about for a con- 
venient corner for her umbrella, and then pro- 
ceeded to deposit herself in a rocking chair, 
" and on the October race night, too, of all others, 
and me an unprotected female. But really HI 
never put myself in the way of such an experience 
again, for what with drunken people, and young 
men going about with canes and cigars,—- 1 don't 
care for a little bit of Havanna smoke on a cold 
winter night, in fact, I've sometimes thought I 
should like to try it personally, but to be fumi- 
gated with it on a misty autumn evening is 
another thing altogether, — and what with men 
going about with fruit carts and ginger-beer trays 
and hot pies, and women with destitute families 
arranged in rows across the street, and little 
beggars in white pinafores singing ' Willie, we 
have missed you ! ' as if Willie hadn't been told 
that interesting fact often enough to have become 
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properly aware of it before now, — I really did 
think, Miss Nunly,, that I should never have got 
here at alL And, indeed, if it hadn't been for 
my umbrella, I should have had to give it up ; 
but yon see I poked it well forward, and it has a 
good sharp point, so the people made way for me 
a little, and here I am* But, deary me, Miss 
Nunly, these races are awful times." 

Miss Nunly possessed the most rare and un- 
selfish quality of adapting herself to the indi- 
vidual requirements of every guest who entered 
her doors, and was always ready to leave her own 
track of thought for one which might be more 
congenial with the moods of her friends. So she 
turned away from the window, and placed Miss 
Gabbatis a seat by the fire, and prepared to enter 
into conversation with her. 

" Awful times, Miss Nunly, these races, spe- 
cially when it rains and the roads get so muddy. 
And, if you'll excuse me, HI just slip my shoes 
off, and put my feet on the fender. I'm sure 
I've been in purgatory, if there is such a place, 
ever since two o'clock this afternoon, with these 
canoes that the Braeton cobbler made me. It's 
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a strange thing, but I never can get that man to 
Ije suitably alive to my bunions. I'm sure I've 
preached him the length of a sermon times and 
times about it; but it never finds its way to 
his conscience. They're a troublesome thing are 
bunions, Miss Nunly; but perhaps you're not 
troubled with them ?" 

Miss Nunly was happy to say that she was not, 
and rang the bell for lights. 

"Now, this U what I call nice," said Miss 
Gabbatis, when the lamp was set upon the table, 
and the crimson curtains drawn. " I always say 
qo room ever looks so cosy as Miss Nunly's, 
except, perhaps, it may be your dining-room at 
Braeton Lodge, Miss Maud. You know I'm so 
fond of a bit of oak wainscoting ; it gives such 
a family dignity to a place, and doesn't wear out 
like paper; and then that dear, funny, old- 
fashioned little mirror there in the corner, that 
makes one's face look just for all the world as 
round and weenie as a threepenny-bit ; and that 
charming portrait of your father in his robes, 
with powdered hair and ruffles ; and this warm- 
looking crimson carpet, with such a pretty little 

H 4 
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pattern of oak stippled in to match the furni- 
ture ; everything looks so nice and comfortable, 
you know. And then, Miss Nunly herself to 
correspond, always looking so good and pleasant, 
as if there wasn't such a thing in the world as 
care. Yon see what it is, Miss Maud, to have a 
quiet mind; it's the best possession one can 
have." 

Maud thought so too, but she did not say so. 

"I always come to see Miss Nunly when I 
want cheering up a bit, — you'll excuse me say- 
ing it, but, you know, I really must express my 
sentiments. I can't keep anything corked up, 
never could in my life ; and I'm sure, if there's a 
piece of sunshine to be seen anywhere in Mar- 
brook it gets into this little room of yours. I 
can't imagine how it is, but I suppose a happy life 
makes such a difference to look back upon." 

" Will you excuse us going on with our work ?" 
said Miss Nunly, taking up the little child's frock 
which lay upon the table. 

"Oh dear, yes, to be sure; don't make any 
apologies, you know I'm not a stranger ; in fact, 
Fve got a bit of work myself in my pocket. I 
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always take a little something to do, in case my 
friends ask me to sit down ; for my fingers, with 
always haying led such an active life, go twitch- 
ing if they aren't employed ;" and Miss Grabbatis 
produced from the folds of her brown alpaca dress 
a piece of netting, intended at some future 
period to develope into an anti-macassar. Once 
upon a time it might have been pronounced 
white ; but, by reason of multitudinous peregri- 
nations round the village of Braeton, it had ac- 
quired a tint slightly the reverse. 

"This anti-macassar of mine," said Miss Grab- 
batis, spreading the work out upon her lap, and 
jerking her foot up in the air to reach the string 
over it, ready for operations, and then unfolding 
her mesh and netting needle out of her pocket- 
handkerchief; "this anti-macassar of mine has 
been out to tea forty-nine times, and, you see, 
I haven't begun to darn the pattern in yet, so 
I'm not very industrious. I'm going to have a 
jubilee celebrated for it next time it goes out, 
which will be to your house, Miss Maud, as your 
mamma was kind enough to ask me to step over 
some day before long. You see I always make a 
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little knot on this side, every time it goes out, to 
keep count by. So Miss Mabel's not at the ball 
to-night — got something else to think about, I 
dare say. She used to have quite a taste for that 
sort of thing once, and no wonder* for Fm sure 
I never saw a white dress sit on any lady like 
Miss Mabel ; and as for wreaths, you might have 
thought the flowers sprouted out of her head 
naturally,, they seemed to know then: places so 
well. But she's taken such a change upon her 
of late ; it's been, quite the talk of the village what 
a different girl she is since that visit to Scarbro'. 
I always said watering places made a crisis in 
anybody's life.. But, by the way, Miss. Nunly, 
have yon heard of this shocking accident to-day 
at the races?" 

Miss Nunly?8 face flushed, and a strange, un- 
quiet look came there, as it always did when the 
races were mentioned, 

w No; I see so few people that I rarely hear 
what is going on. But I hope it was not 
fetal?" 

" But it was, though ; " and Miss Gabbatis drew 
her mesh out to commence a fresh row; " killed 
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him dead on the. spot ; there wasn't a bit of life 
left in him. A gentleman from one of the great 
manufacturing places about here." 

" Ah ! Do you remember the najne ? " 

" Yes ; I've a eapital memory for names and 
dates, and those sorts of things,, I know all the 
people's names in Braeton, and their birthdays 
too. It was a Mr. Hardfcasfcie, a bachelor gentle- 
man, and a great racing man. Poor fellow ! he's 
had one turn too much of it> that's alL But it's 
a sad thing, though. He was noted on the turf, 
and attended all the races regularly about, here, 
and used to make a mint of money by betting, 
for somehow he always won. I make a point of 
pitying people that die on a sudden, specially 
if they were unprepared, a& he. was by all 
accounts.' 9 

" How did it happen ?*" 

"But then, you know, we never can believe 
what people say* I remember when my eldest 
brother, that died twenty years ago. next apple- 
gatherings waa a young man, he was telling me 
about one of his fellow-students who laid a wager 
to go to " 



108 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

"But the accident, Miss Gabbatis," said Miss 
Nunly, in her usual quiet voice. 

"Yes, I hadn't forgotten it, but you see I'm 
such a one to run off after stories that happen 
to come into my head. Well, you know at this 
race the gentlemen ride their own horses, and he 
rode his, and it went over a ditch with him, and 
threw him, and broke his neck there and then, 
without making any more to do about it. He 
never spoke any more; of course he couldn't 
when his neck was broke. I wonder how people 
look under such circumstances, whether their 
heads seem to hang loose, or what. I never saw 
an accident in my life, except a little boy that 
got his finger trapped off with a door banging to, 
and, my word, how he screamed ! But it's a very 
shocking thing is this. Of course they tele- 
graphed to his Mends at once, and I suppose 
they'll put him in a shell to-night and take him 
back to where he came from. His poor wife, — 
but I forgot, he is a bachelor, and that's a good 
thing. I never make much account of bachelors 
dyipg." 

Miss Nunly had laid her work down in her 
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lap, and was listening to Miss Grabbatis, with a 
face hushed and calm as ever; but her fingers 
tightened their grasp of each other every moment, 
and her breath came quick and short Ah 1 these 
races. 

" Yes ; it's a shocking thing when one comes 
to think about it, very. You don't seem to like 
to hear about accidents, Miss Nunly. Now you 
see what a difference there is in people. Why, 
first thing whenever I get hold of a newspaper, I 
fly to the column of casualties, and see what's 
happened in that line. I've said fifty times over, 
if I'd only been a man, what a good surgeon 
I should have made. You know I don't get 
upset easily. I don't think it would give me the 
least bit of a turn to see anybody run over, al- 
though it would upset some people for a week, 
and it's made you look white only to hear about 
something happening; it's astonishing how differ- 
ently people take things. I'll thank you, Miss 
Maud, just to undo this knot in my netting ; at 
my time of life people's eyes aren't so good as 
they used to be." 

Maud unfastened the knot and set the work 



110 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

afloat again. It went briskly on for about an 
hour longer, mingled with a pleasant little run- 
ning chat, on tbe pa*t of Miss Grabbatis, concern- 
ing things that were going on in a general way. 
She didn't care much about getting an answer, 
or whether it fitted rightly when it did come; 
because, as she said, she liked to hear herself 
talking, and it seemed to come easier when she 
didn't feel that she was keeping any one else 
from doing it Before it was dark the carriage 
came for Maud, and Miss Grabbatis accepted her 
offer of a ride home, packed away her netting, 
gathered up her shoes and umbrella, and Miss 
Nunly was left to her solitude. 

When they were both gone, she collected the 
work from the table and packed it carefully 
away in the basket. It was a white frock for 
Milly Dakin's baby, who was going to be chris- 
tened next Sunday. Miss Nunly was never idle. 
Perhaps for her, as well as for Maud, there was 
the need, the constant need, of something to 
do, lest the heart, having lost its first hope and 
labour of love, should become weary and peevish. 
After all, it is only this that one half of us need, 
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to make ua truly peaceful and content Just 
something to do ; something for our energies to 
work at, something that others may be the better 
for. But, be that as it may, Miss Nunly was 
never idle. Gome when they might, morning, 
noon, or night, her friends were sure to find her 
employed. 

Except in those few moments between the 
lights, when twilight began to creep up over the 
sky, and the Marbrook hills grew dim, and the 
wind eddied dreely through the tall old elm trees 
outside the window. Then, in the stillness of that 
little wainscoted parlour, she would sit and 
think. 

Where those thoughts travelled — into what far 
distant track, painful or pleasant, they bore her 
— was not for others to know. Sufficient for the 
world without that she did her duty to it bravely 
and well ; that to her power, and often beyond her 
power, she helped those who needed help, and 
gave sympathy to those who were desolate and 
oppressed. More than that, it had no need to 
ask. Of her own inner life Miss Nunly never 
spoke; it was lived very sacredly between G-od 
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and her own soul, and whatever shadow of old 
hopes and memories it held, was held for her* 
self alone. To show them to others could do 
no good. Truly life for her had been very dif- 
ferent from what she had once thought; but 
such as it was, she took it and made the best 
of it — quietly covering over its old scars and 
bruises, living it so wisely and so well, that 
none, even of those who loved her best, ever 
thought how marred and maimed it was under- 
neath. 

When she had made everything very tidy and 
neat, Miss Nunly went upstairs to her own room, 
from which, looking out over Mossingay meadows, 
she could see the race-course with its white 
winning-posts, and grand stand, and the booths 
erected for to-morrow's populace. She watched 
them until it grew dark, and then came down 
again to the empty parlour. She closed the 
shutters, that she might not hear the elm tree 
branches rattle against the windbw; then she 
put the lamp out and stirred the fire into a 
dancing blaze, and drew up close* by her easy 
chair, a quaint, old-fashioned, black oak cabinet, 
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which had belonged to her great-grandmother, 
and stood within a little recessed arch on one side 
of the fireplace. There were many drawers in 
it Ml of relics : — treasures that had belonged 
to her father and mother, to her sister Alice, 
who died thirty years ago; tresses of hair that 
long-buried friends had given her; little keep- 
sakes of dainty workmanship, embroidered by 
hands that had forgotten their cunning, and had 
been crumbling these many years in Marbrook 
churchyard; letters, time-worn, mouldering, and 
yellow, written very close and thick, crossed and 
recrossed, as letters used to be in the old posting 
times, — letters written to herself, and beginning 
with " My dear girl," — she now so grey-haired 
that few were left to remember the childhood of 
her life, or talk with her of the days when she 
was indeed young ; flowers, — a rose that had 
been given her at a ball nearly thirty years ago, 
and worn for an hour or two in her bosom, then 
put away into that old cabinet, where it had re- 
mained ever since ; a sprig of rosemary that had 
been laid in her sister's hand before she was 
vol. ni. i 
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years ago, when they two had stood together at the 
park gates after their long ramble, and he had 
plucked those four little woodcock feathers from 
the head of game that hung over his broad 
shoulders, giving them to her, half in jest and half 
in earnest, to keep for his sake until he came back 
again, — for the first time since that September 
morning, the name of Sobert Hardcastle was 
missing from her prayers. He had gone now 
where even they, earnest as they had always been, 
could do him no more good. 

Next morning she visited her poor people, 
and went about her little home duties, and re- 
ceived her friends as usual ; a little more silently, 
perhaps, but as kindly as ever. And none of 
them knew, not even Maud, the dearest, that the 
one great hope and longing of her life had just 
died out. No one knew that morning by morn- 
ing and night by night, through all those weary 
years, she had prayed for him that he might be 
made pure and perfect ; that little by little, step 
by step, she had watched him sinking into the 
great slough of worldliness, till hardly a trace of 
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the noble manhood in him was left; that, still 
near him often in bodily presence, there had yet 
Mien between them the utter death and blank of 
separation. No one knew — why should they ? — 
that all through his gay and careless life her love 
had held fast to him, though year after year left 
less to cling to; that still as his unworthiness 
struck them farther and farther apart, she thought 
of him as he once was, as he yet might be, wishing 
and praying for his weal ; until now he had died, 
and left no sign, nothing to hope for. 

Oh, if none of our prayers are lost, where were 
hers for him ? 

So the Marbrook races got over, and the com- 
pany went home, and everything settled down 
again into its usual sober quietness, and every- 
body went back as usual to the old track, 
Miss Nunly amongst the rest. And the tides of 
life went on just as smoothly as before over the 
hope that had gone down under them for ever. 
After all, perhaps she suffered no more than 
many do in this great world of God's, whom none 

z 3 
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erer think of pitying, because their sorrow is 
unseen. And for her, as for them, it is oyer 
at last, and rest comes ; eren the rest when we 
can look back upon this strange story of our past 
lives, and say, as He does who seeth the end from 
the beginning, "It is welL* 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

Bradon, October 2 mi.— It is October now. The 

sycamore leaves in Lmgold Wood Are tipped with 

gold, and the great Virginian creeper that winds 

round Papa's study window is beginning to blush 

crimson in the warm autumn sunshine. I shall 

watch these leaves deepen and change no more, 

as I have watched them so many years in my 

father's house in thy youth. Before the last of 

them has fallen, before we can see Grliaton Manor 

again from the little bridge in the wood, before 

this white jasmine that shines in at my open 

window now has shed its last starry flower down 

upon the grass, I shall be his wife, — Philip's wife ! 

Very beautiful, very holy, very solemn, very 

full of all precious thoughts to me, my future is. 

I wonder now, as I have often wondered before, 

14 
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how girls can laugh and joke about "getting 
settled," as they call it ; how they can make a 
common jest* as Isabella Ponde used to do, of 
such a great, utter change. Still more I wonder 
how some girls, like Janet Dude and Mrs. 
Herman Kaye's niece, can talk over their love, 
and triumph in it> and parade it about, instead of 
rather hiding it down, as I think all true love 
must wish to be hidden, far away in our inmost 
hearts, where no eye can look upon it but (rod's 
and our own. 

Philip went away on Thursday, the morning 
after Maud's wedding-day. I shall see him no 
more now until he comes again with these red 
leaves and purple sunsets of October, to take me 
back with him. 

How strange it was to wake that first August 
morning with the feeling that I belonged to him ! 
To wake morning by morning with his face upon 
my thoughts was no new thing, but it took me 
long to realise that other and glorious thought* 
that we were one now ; that no time nor 
distance should have power to separate us ; that 
the whole tearful past was swept away; that my 
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poor, pale dreams of patience and unwearying, 
uncomplaining regret were taken up and melted 
into the bright reality of a love that would be my 
crown all through life. How strange all this 
seemed! And thinking of it all, and trying to 
look upon the dazzling brightness, I could but 
thank God for it, and give the first moments of 
that golden morning time to prayer. 

We had a long walk that morning, Philip and 
I, before he went away, to Lingold Lake and the 
bridge, and then home by the watercourse, 
through Mar brook dale; very early, before any 
one was abroad to watch us, or to come after us 
to Braeton with petty gossip about the strange 
gentleman who had been seen walking with 
Miss Harcourt. How beautiful the wood looked 
in the dew and sunshine of that first August 
morning ! How bright the white clouds' mirrored 
beauty in the lake, how musical the flicker of the 
little Mar brook through the fern, how soft the 
pearly haze which lay upon the distant hills and 
wooded slopes ! Was it because we were so glad 
that all else shone upon us and took the tinge of 
our own thoughts? We both paused when we 
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came to the bridge, and fell unconsciously into 
our old positions ; Philip leaning over the wooden 
rail, looking down into the clear glancing lake, 
and I beside him — just as we two had stood there 
nearly a year ago, only that now my hand was 
fast held in his, and we oould say, instead of 
thinking it, all that lay in our hearts. 

But of what we said then, and of the thoughts, 
both bright and solemn, which came thronging 
over us, why should I stay to write the story here? 
Are they not held truly, faithfully, in my memory, 
as all words of his have ever been — as all words 
must be, spoken for us by those we love? And so 
on through the wood, where rays of sunlight were 
tangled among the thick green leaves; bright, 
flashing sunlight everywhere, save where cool 
little bits of shadow, as though lingering from 
last irightf s grey twilight* lay among the trees, 
and under the broad fern leaves, and within the 
long aisles of copse and overarching boughs, — soft, 
tender shadows, making the sunlight more bright, 
just as those other shadows that were left in our 
hearts from bygone months of gloom lingered 
quietly upon the track of present joy. And then 
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through Marbrook dale home again, past Grlinton 
Manor, the home that was to have been Maud's; 
looking so grey, and worn, and mossy, where 
everything else Was fresh. Pasting by the old- 
fashioned garden, and noting how the flowers that 
Stephen Boden had planted were blossoming 
brave and gay when he had left them for ever, 
and how the dream-light of stillness an<* peace 
yet rested on the spot, I prayed that all, and 
perhaps there may be many such, to whom a 
crushing grief like Maud's had come, might find 
that grief, as indeed it bad been to her, an angel 
in disguise, leading them onward to all that is 
noble, and beautiful, and true. 

We came home in time for breakfast, and then 
Philip went away. Next time I see him it will 
be never to lose sight of him any more. But I 
am not lonely; he is always with me in heart, 
and nothing can separate us now; no matter how 
far apart for a while the lines of our outer 
lives may run, still we are one- — always one. 
And not for earth only, but for heaven. It is this 
that makes me feel so happy, —the thought that 
our love, Philip's and mine, with all that it can 
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bring to us, is for evermore ; that, whatever may 
come between us on earth, we shall find each 
other again in heaven. 

This beautiful October month ! How soft the 
sunlight falls upon the garden walk! What a crisp, 
dewy freshness in the air ! What a gay dance and 
sparkle of thousand dewy blades of grass as I look 
up the orchard path ! This long delicate jasmine 
branch straggling across the window, its shadow 
lies upon my paper; I can trace with my pen 
every leaf and flower and tiny stein, even the 
butterfly too that has come to settle on one of 
the leaves — so still is the air, and so pure the 
light. I shall not sit here many more times to 
write my life-story. I wonder, if I were to come 
again next year at this time, and sit here writing 
as I do now, whether I should see this same jas- 
mine shadow lying upon my paper, with just the 
same outline of leaves and flowers, with just the 
same graceful sway and bend, the same delicate 
sprays, the same clear, regular, star-like blossoms 
— perhaps I should; but the story would be very 
different, very different. 

My future home is in the north of England — a 
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very beautiful country, Philip tells me, though I 
have never seen it ; something like this Braeton 
of ours, but girded in by loftier hills, and with 
more of rugged scenery about it than we have 
here. And there I shall work with him and for 
him, in his parish ; quite away from the bustling 
world, from gay company and brilliant city amuse- 
ments. I shall not even have Marbrook there to 
break the quiet. I, who used once to have such 
grand dreams of shining in society, and dazzling 
others by my conversational powers, and taking 
the place which I proudly thought belonged to 
me in circles of fashion. How different now I 
But never mind. 

Yes, indeed, how different ! I have been read- 
ing some of those pages that I wrote a long time 
ago, before ever Papa and I went to Scarbro', or 
Maud was engaged to Stephen Boden; and it 
seems to me that it is not the same Mabel Har- 
court at all who is writing now. Such a new life, 
such an utterly new life, has come to me. There 
is no more longing for display, no more wearying 
for something to do, no more proud, moody dis- 
content at what I was pleased to call my isolated 
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position. Old things are passed away, and all 
things new become. I can recall just now so well 
the feeling with which, a long time ago, that 
cold, clear February evening, I cameoip here into 
this room, and unwrapped the blank book which 
I had bought at Marbrook that afternoon, and 
drew the table up to the fire, and began writing 
for the first time the thoughts that came into my 
head. Dreary thoughts they were. I had such a 
feeling then as if my whole life were unhinged 
and out of joint. I seemed to be of no use, to 
have no place in the world. I had not learned 
then how the simplest little duty becomes noble 
if we take it up and do it as for God, — how all 
talent, all power, is only truly worthy so far as 
we use it for God, in everything tending up- 
ward to Him. Then came Maud's engagement, 
and the dreary blank that it seemed to bring 
to me in my human selfishness; then our two 
months at Scarbro', and with that the dawning 
of a new life. I smile now to read that sea-side 
story: my &r$£ impressions of Philip — w Mr. 
Lowe" he was then, and is now, and always 
will be, except when we are alone together ; how 
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little by little I felt the links of his strong nature 
drawing round me, and the spell of his iron will 
gathering over me, until I, who used to be so 
proud and self-dependent, came to be like a child 
in his presence. And to recall the tones of his 
voice when as jet they were strange to me ; the 
steady, firm tramp of purpose sounding in every 
word ; that sometimes autocratic way — you 
have it even now, PhiKp — in which he would 
put down Isabella Ponde's loose laughter, or the 
collegians' pompous uppishness; and that grave, 
silent magic of influence which swayed us all 
before it. And to shut my eyes, as I often do, to 
see again the strong, clearly chiselled lines of his 
face as I remember it then, so instinct with de- 
cision and self-control, so proud in its calmness, 
so earnest in its strength. All just the same now, 
Philip, only softened, when I look at you, by a 
haze of tenderer feeling than I found there in 
those first months : such a feeling, is it not, as 
Maud saw on my face when I came home again, 
softening all the harsher lines into a warm over- 
tone of love ? 

And then-— ah! but I will not speak of the 
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rest. I can remember it all, and that is enough. 
The quick, bright gleam of gladness, and then 
those long, dreary winter months of gloom, 
wherein I learned, O Philip! what yon would 
have taught me before — that only in a heart at 
peace with God is there any rest for ns; that 
only patting away these trappings of self and 
pride, and coming home as wandering children to 
a faithful Saviour, is life's true grandeur reached ; 
that only through the stormy waters of humilia- 
tion, and utter hopelessness of all human help or 
might, are we ever brought to the haven where 
we would be. If I learn nothing more than this, 
my life will not have been spent in vain. 

I wonder if any one else, in writing a journal, 
would have as many changes to note as I have 
written here since first I began. Perhaps it may 
be so, for they say the world is full of change. 
What room to pray, then, that for ail to whom 
these changes come, there may come with them 
such rest at last as I have found ! 

After all, leaving home is a serious thing, a 
very serious thing. There is a strange sort of 
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feeling, not altogether pleasant, in going one by 
one over haunts which you have known from 
childhood, and feeling that they are yours no 
longer ; in meeting old familiar faces that have 
looked kindly at you ever since you can remem- 
ber, and knowing that you will soon, very soon, 
be parted from them by a new, untried life, from 
which to that other and first home-life there is no 
returning any more for ever. These things make 
one sad. 

Only a few days more, and I shall be gone, 
never to come back to Braeton as my home. I 
have not spoken so kindly of it sometimes as I 
might have done, but I can give it a friendly 
resting-place in my memory, and think plea- 
santly, if not lovingly, of its people and belong- 
ings. I began last week to gather up my little 
possessions, to sort over my letters, books, and 
papers, ready for going away. I try to keep 
these preparations from Maud as much as I can, 
and I never talk to her either about leaving 
home. Yet she has been thinking of it all 
along. It was only yesterday I was standing be- 
fore my wardrobe, turning over the drawer where I 
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kept my childish relics, — Aunt Miriam's pocket- 
book, and some of Walter's playthings, a silent 
little record of my long past life, — when Maud 
came gently in, and laid something down on the 
chair beside me. She just kissed me, and said, 
" They will help to make your Elyerton drawing- 
room look nice, Mabel," and then she slipped 
away again. When I opened the paper, there 
was that cushion, that dark green velvet cushion 
with the wreath of white lilies and forget-me- 
nots, which last spring I had watched week after 
week growing into beauty under Maud's deft 
fingers; while she bent over it with eyes full of 
sweet thoughts, and the bright glinting smile upon 
her face. And beside it* white and snowy, and 
delicate and graceful as the frost on Lingold 
Lake in winter time, was the mosaic work cover 
that every one used to admire so much; the cover 
which Stephen Eoden helped to design, and into 
which she had worked so many loving thoughts of 
him. And there were other little matters too, 
which she had made herself, thinking all the 
while how bonnie they would look in the old 
wainscoted rooms of Grlinton Manor. 
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Maud, what have I done that to me should 
be give* the bright, golden reality of love, white 
for you only the past is left? 

Next time I write in this book, it will not be 
here, sitting in the shade of these white curtains, 
and watching the clouds come and go upon the 
Downshire hills ; not here where I have thought 
and felt and suffered so much 

1 have the little photograph that Philip sent 
me lying upon my desk now. I always like to 
have it in Bight when I am writing. Not his por- 
trait, — no, I never wanted to have that ; I keep 
it more pure and perfect and lasting in my heart 
than any painter could ever make it ; — not his 
portrait, but the picture of my future home, 
which he sent me in the first letter I ever had 
from him. This village <of Elverton, how very 
calm, how very quiet it looks ! The old church, 
almost as quaint and antique as ours at Braeton, 
with the low carved porch, and the square tower 
laced over with ivy branches, and the funny old- 
fashioned little vestry, that Philip and I will have 
to go in at, I suppose, for it is just opposite the 
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rectory door. I rather like the look of the rec- 
tory too, with its Elizabethan pointed roof and 
low windows opening to the lawn. That will 
be the study, I fancy, that looks over into the 
church. Philip and I will often sit there in sum- 
mer evening, and watch the sun go down behind 
that great mountain that girds in the distance. 
This broken-down stile in the foreground leads 
perhaps to the wood where Philip told me he had 
so often walked alone, thinking of me, that long, 
dreary time after he left us at Braeton. He shall 
often walk there again, but not alone. And 
there is a little brook runs close past the rectory 
garden. I can almost see it flashing and spark- 
ling in the picture. What beautiful forget-me- 
nots they will be that grow down on those mossy 
banks, and how I shall like to gather those tall 
flag leaves and grasses that spring among the loose 
•stones ! Those ferns, too, — they must be ferns, 
here under this hedge side, — I shall know them 
again when I see them, I am sure, if they have 
not faded. I shall know that tall old tree too — 
is it an elm ? — that grows by the stile leading 
into the wood. I wonder if there are any rooks' 
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nests in it. Then those little cottages just past 
the churchyard — does Margot live in one of 
them, I wonder, the old woman who was Philip's 
nurse when he was a baby ? He told me once 
she lived in the village. I will go to her when I 
get there, and hear all about him ; a grave, silent, 
abstracted sort of youngling I should think you 
were, my lord and master that is to be. Perhaps, 
whilst I am looking at the picture just now, he is 
in one of the cottages, reading to the people, and 
comforting them in their troubles, if they have 
any. This view must have been taken very early 
in the morning, for the shadows lie so sharp and 
clear upon the grass — they cure so long too; that 
elm tree reaches quite up the road, almost as far 
as the meadows. I wonder if those meadows are 
pleasant to walk in; if there are many wild 
flowers in them ; if there is plenty of moss to be 
found along the hedge-sides ; if cowslips and 
violets grow there. Philip and I will soon find 
out. 

" Philip and I ! " How naturally the words 
seem to sound, just as if they had always be- 
longed to each other; with a pleasant, ringing, j 
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familiar music, like some dear old tone! And 
yet, little more than a year ago, I had not even 
^ bim or heard his name. Now it will ahnp 
be " Philip and I;" nothing will came between ng 
any more. Philip and I in joy, Philip and I in 
sorrow ; if Iosb and disappointment and wearinedB 
come, Philip and I will share them together ; if 
joy and hope fulfilled, we will be thankful for 
them. No grief will be utterly dark so long as 
Philip and I can divide it between us. " Philip 
and I," through life until death ; and after that* 
when all time is past away, in that other and 
purer world from which all earthly feeling and 
earthly sorrow are purged, it will be the same — • 
" Philip and I," never to be parted any more for 
ever. 

Yonder is Maud coming up the garden. I will 
put away my picture now, and go with her for 
our walk through the village. How many wait 
for her coming daily to cheer them ! If she were 
taken away, how much sunshine would be missed 
here \ I will try to be like her. I will try to 
make some one glad every day so long as I stop 
here in Braeton, and then 
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October 9th f Monday evening. — A year ago to- 
night, on just such a tranquil, half-dark evening 
as this, I sat here in my window, looking out into 
the deepening twilight, and waiting for Mr. Lowe 
to come. The golden autumn time has returned, 
the trees shed their crimson leaves all round me ; 
I hear the same undertone of decay, of Nature 
weary with her long year's work, and sighing for 
the sleep of winter to come. Again these calm, 
grey, twilight evenings draw on, when the sha- 
dows creep up so softly upon my Lingold Wood, 
and over Braeton valley, and along the dimpling 
lines of these Downshire hills. Everything with- 
out has wound back to its old place, and I too 
have come here again as I did a year ago to- 
night, to listen for his coming ; not with wonder- 
ment and uncertainty and longing, as then, but 
very calmly, very solemnly. For this is indeed 
the last time I shall sit here listening to the old 
familiar household sounds within, and the same 
soft chiming of bells and rustling of autumn 
branches without. This old life of mine is going 
from me, and I lay it away with a strange feeling 
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of reverence, almost of regret To-morrow will 
unlock the gates of that other and untried one. 

Maud is to be my bridesmaid — only Maud* 
She will have it so. I never say " poor Maud " 
now — I never even think it, for there seems to 
have come down upon her whole life such a great 
peacefulness ; a perfect rest, which is never given 
but as the price of tears; at times almost a 
bright and springing joy, as though always around 
her and over her there was his unseen presence, 
making the dark places light. She is juqt as quiet, 
just as busy, just as useful as ever ; only with a 
shade of sweet dignity in every look and motion, 
which those may well wear who bear for their 
Master such a holy cross as He has given her. 
Maud, I think I know now what those words 
mean, " Perfect through suffering." 

It gets very dark. I can but just see the grey 
tower of the church, and trace the outline of the 
trees round it. When next this twilight falls I 
shall not be watching it here. Good-bye, Braeton ! 
Good-bye, old life of mine I Good-bye, Lingold 
Wood, with your crimson leaves dropping in the 
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sunshine, and your little brook flickering through 
the fern ! Good-bye ! Braeton valley, with your 
long sweeps of shadow and brightness ! Good- 
bye, good-bye! 
I hear footsteps on the walk. Philip has come. 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

Mabel's wedding passed over very quietly. No 
one knew of the day except Miss' Nunly, so there 
was no crowd of idle loungers and gossiping 
lookers-on to disturb the sacredness of the place 
and time in which she entered upon her new life. 
After the marriage the little household at Brae- 
ton Lodge soon fell into the old track. Maud 
took upon her, one by one, the duties which her 
elder sister had been used to perform : the morn- 
ing readings to Mrs. Harcourt in her own room ; 
the copying out of manuscript for her papa; 
those many little offices of kindness which had 
been habitually left for Mabel to attend to, and 
whose neglect might have marred the home- 
comfort when she was gone. Perhaps it was 
well for Maud that she had thus to absorb her 
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sister's sphere of duty into her own, and so gain 
fresh food for thought and energy, which kept 
the springs of life in busy motion. For there are 
some times of our history when reat would be 
poison to us ; when only in action, constant, well- 
directed, healthy action, can any content or com- 
fort be earned. 

Miss Gabbatis brought her netted anti-ma- 
cassar to pay its jubilee visit to Braeton Lodge, 
soon after the wedding. As soon as she thought 
that the family would have got comfortably set- 
tled down and heard tidings of the bride — for, 
as she said, it was no use going until there was 
something to be learned about how they were 
enjoying themselves — she arrayed herself in 
the drab-coloured alpaca with green stripes round 
the flounces, her fancy straw bonnet with white 
strings, and the coloury-patteraed barege shawl 
which has already made its appearance in the 
course of this narrative. Miss Gubbatis was not 
particular about adhering to the orthodox hour 
for paying visits of ceremony; she rather pre- 
ferred dropping in of an evening, as being a more 
chatty opportunity, when people had got the 
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day's cares off their minds, and had a clear course 
with nothing to do until supper-time. On Tues- 
day evening, therefore, about a week after Mr. 
and Mrs. Philip Lowe had departed on their 
wedding tour, just as the shadows of twilight 
were creeping up, and the labourers were return- 
ing home from their daily toil, this aforemen- 
tioned costume might have been seen in full sail 
down the Braeton road, past the old beech tree 
and the orchard hedge, and up the gravel walk 
which led to the Lodge. 

"And so we've got dear Miss Mabel married," 
she said, when she had. shaken hands with Mrs. 
Harcourt and Maud, and set her umbrella down 
in the corner, and smoothed her bonnet strings, 
and found herself a comfortable seat by the fire; 
"we've got dear Miss Mabel married! Well, I 
am glad — I really am ! I do feel it such a 
weight off my mind when a young person gets 
comfortably settled, and put into a right track 
for life. I'm sure, when the curate's wife met 
me, a fortnight ago to-morrow, and told me it 
was going to be, I could have put my arms round 
her neck there and then in Marbrook streets, and 
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kissed her ; I felt so glad — I did indeed. You 
know, Miss Mabel was always a favourite of 
mine ; so very talented, and all that sort of thing, 
and used to count so beautifully to her music, 
and play her tunes with such expression. I'm 
sure I always said when she had done her lesson 
— not to herself, you know, Mrs. Harcourt; for 
I wouldn't have thought it proper to put such 
notions into a young girl's mind — but I always 
did say it to myself, that I hoped, when Miss 
Mabel married, she would look out for a husband 
with a proper affection for music. Mr. Lowe 
likes it, doesn't he now?" 

€t Not very much, I believe," said Maud, who 
was sitting in the bay-window with her knitting; 
looking out as she worked into the half-darkness, 
and watching how the outlines of the Braeton 
woods grew fainter and fainter upon the deepen- 
ing sky; "at least he enjoys it in a certain way — 
every one does that, you know — but I don't sup- 
pose he appreciates first-rate plajing." 

" Well, then, that's what I call a pity ; that dear 
Miss Mabel's finger-ends should be wasted so, and 
her capabilities. I was always so proud of her 
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music, though I only had the honour of taking 
her as far as the scales. Still, yon know, the 
foundation's everything; and Fra sore the my 
die used to play those little preludes in Hamil- 
ton's exercises was enough to fetch the tears into 
my eyes — it was indeed; such beautiful expression, 
and so full of feeling. Fm sore SL Cecilia her- 
self, if she leads the music in heaven, couldn't 
play those preludes more beautifully than Miss 
Mabel used to do ; and to think that Mr. Lowe 
won't be able to appreciate them ! Dear me, but 
I am disappointed — I am indeed. He's a cler- 
gyman, I understand; the same that preached 
here the summer before last. Well, that isn't the 
sort of thing I should have fancied for Miss 
Mabel ; but she has been wonderfully changed of 
late, and I shouldn't wonder if she brings her 
mind to her circumstances, and manages pretty 
welL And then, you know, I always think it's 
such a nice thing to marry into the Church ; my 
own dear brother at the University is quite a stay 
to my respectability, I consider. Not, you know, 
in the least that I think your family needs rais- 
ing. Nothing of the sort; for I always said, if 
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there was any aristocracy at all, yon had as good 
a right to belong to it as any one, with that Nor- 
man pedigree of yours that dear Muse Mabel 
used to be so proud of; only, yon know, as I said, 
itfe a sort of stay, and makes one feel important. 
I'm sore Mrs. Herman Eaye never appears to 
such effect as when she mentions her nephew, 
the archdeacon; it really has a sound with it, it 
has indeed, Mrs. Harcourt. But, do you know, 
Miss Maud, I should have thought it so very 
much more natural if you had happened on a 
clergyman yourself; you really were born to be 
a pastor's wife, and nourish and bring up children 
for the Church- I never could see it exactly clear 
in my own mind that you had done the very best 
possible thing in the world when I heard of your 
being engaged to poor dear Mr. Boden, though of 

course " 

Here Miss Grabbatis recollected that she had got 
upon painful ground, and evinced her discompo- 
sure by twitching her bonnet strings, and com- 
mencing a series of dislocated sentences — none of 
which, somehow or other, could be got to a satis- 
factory conclusion, — to the effect that she was 
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so very forgetful, would Miss Maud excuse her, 
but really she did let things slip out sometimes 
so very unfortunately ; and then, not being able 
to think of anything else, she drank Mrs. Philip 
Lowe's health with a sudden gulp, and hoped she 
would be very happy all the days of her life. 

But she need not have been so confused. Maud 
scarcely seemed to heed the touch so rudely laid 
upon her sorrow. She had reached the still waters 
now, where a few breezes more or less could make 
but little difference. She went quietly on with 
her work, her fingers not even trembling; and 
then she turned the conversation by asking if 
Miss Gabbatis had found the road lonely. 

Miss Gabbatis, glad enough to be once more on 
a safe track, plunged eagerly into the subject. 

" Not a bit of it, my dear. I mostly whistle 
when I'm coming along by myself, and it seems 
to make quite a nice bit of company ; and as for 
being molested, why, you know, I'm not the most 
attractive person in the world for anybody to mo- 
lest. I never but once in my life experienced 
anything unpleasant when I was out at a night, 
and then I thought I shouldn't have got home 
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till morning for laughing, it was so very amusing, 
it really was. It was about two years ago, just 
when they got that fresh regiment from Gibraltar, 
at the Marbrook barracks, you know, rather a 
miraculous lot of men for such a quiet place as 
this ; and I was coming home from Miss Nunly's 
rather late, in fact it was nearly ten o'clock, past 
that sharp corner, you know, which leads across 
the Depot to the barrack gates. And I was 
thinking of something else at the time, indeed 
my mind was so much preoccupied that I quite 
forgot to whistle as I generally do ; you see, it was 
near about the time when my dear brother gene- 
rally wrote to me, and I was wondering whether I 
should rise in the morning time enough for the 
postman, or let him put the letter under the door, 
— when I came flush upon this corner I tell you 
of, and walked straight into somebody's arms." 

- " Oh, Miss Gabbatis, how glad you must have 
been that it was dark ! " said Mrs. Harcourt, a 
tinge of merriment rippling up over her quiet 
face, as she sat by the lamp with her lacet-work. 

1 " Well, it would have been slightly inconve- 
nient in the day time, I must confess, and me a 
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maiden lady too, and so well conducted as Fve 
always used my endeavours to be, ever since I 
was a resident in this neighbourhood, which will 
be twenty years next Lady-day. But, as I was 
saying* I walked straight into somebody's arms; it 
was a soldier, I could just see by the shining of his 
belt, for there was a lamp not very far off in front 
of the guard-house. Well, he didn't seem a bit 
surprised, but just folded me up as snug and quiet 
and comfortable as anything. It was a dreadful 
position, was it not, for me to be placed in? And 
whilst I was thinking what I could possibly do to 
get out of the scrape, — for he was such a great, tall 
fellow, it wasn't a bit of use trying to move any 
wa y> — he actually stooped down, and was just 
going to kiss me — in fact, I felt his moustache 
rumpling my clean bonnet cap — and he said, 
'My darling Grace,' in the most coaxing tone 
you can imagine ; when all of a sudden he found 
out I wasn't the right one. ' Ugh, you wizened 
old creature ! ' he growled in such a different tone 
— oh, such a different tone, you wouldn't have 
thought anybody's voice could have made such a 
change, Mrs. Harcourt 1 and back went his arms. 
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just like the ends of a bit of spring wire when you 
leave hold of them, and away I set off down the 
road as fast as ever my feet could take me, glad 
enough, as you may think, to be safely under my 
own protection again. But, really, when I came 
to think about it, and when I had felt my bon- 
net to know if it had got very much rumpled, and 
straightened my shawl, it did seem such a very 
amusing thing, that I set to and laughed until I 
couldn't stop myself, for, of course, being quite 
dark and a lonely road, there was no need to 
restrain my feelings.' 9 

" Poor man ! it would be rather a disappoint- 
ment*" 

" Well, I can't undertake to say anything about 
that I don't know what sort of a personal appear- 
ance his ' darling Grace ' possessed ; but I hope it 
was more bewitching than mine. I met a young 
woman about five minutes after, that I thought 
might be the right one, but I didn't look back to 
see if it was so, as I wanted to be home again. 
And that's the only time in my life, Mrs. Har- 
court, that I've ever approached to anything like 
going to be kissed by a member of the opposite 
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sex; except, you know, my own family connec- 
tions, and of course one doesn't count them. I 
did feel so thankful it happened in the dark ; and 
somehow I was rather glad when the regiment 
went away, for you know it would have been such 
an awkward, thing if he'd remembered what I 
looked like. Indeed, I never dared go past the 
barracks, in the same shawl any more whilst they 
stayed in Marbrook. 

" But, I was going to tell you, only I got drawn 
off into this long sideways story, as I always do 
when I intend to go straight forwards: I was 
going to tell you how 1 came to be out rather late 
to-night. You know I've been to see Betty 
Hayes. She lived cook at Mr. Sharrup's once, 
where I used to teach music, and she was kinder 
to me there than anybody else, so that I make 
a point now of going to see her once a month 
or so, and remembering her with a little some- 
thing nice now and then, as she's an old maid, 
like me, and lives all alone by herself, except 
a niece, eight years old, that she's taken to bring 
up." 

" So that's the little girl, who has been ill with 
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the sore throat so long?" asked Maud. "I think 
Miss Nunly knows them.'* 

"The very same, my dear; and she's been 
ordered to take three powders every day to 
strengthen her ; a great affliction, I consider, for 
a small child like her, and as bad entirely as the 
sore throat. Powders are such awful things to 
take ! I'm sure,' I remember when I was ten 
years old, standing before our kitchen fire for 
a whole hour, crying, with a teaspoon in my hand 
that mother had been mixing me a powder in. 
And really I couldn't get it down, no, I couldn't; 
and I didn't know what to do. At last my eldest 
brother, the one that's Professor at the University 
now, went and got me a beautiful large gooseberry 
out of the garden, and squeezed the inside out, 
and then we put the powder in and tied it up 
with a little bit of cotton, and I got it down that 
way. But I've never forgotten it, and I always 
pity anybody that has the same thing to pass 
through. And so you know, when I heard that poor 
little Polly Hayes had got powders to take, I just 
thought I'd run down with a pot of my winesour 
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preserves for her; it helps the taste away, you 
know, does a little preserve." 

"But a less expensive sort of jam would have 
answered the purpose, would it not ? " said Mrs. 
Harcourt 

" A very natural remark, Mrs. Harcourt, and just 
what I was going to say myself; but you see this was 
how it was. You know it was in September, just 
about the time that Miss Eaye was going to be 
married, and I'd been on the look-out for wine- 
sours for some time ; and one morning a woman 
came by with the most beautiful basketful you 
ever saw, and she told me I should have them for 
five shillings. Well, I never grudge money over 
winesours, they're so very delicious, and these 
were the real sort ; I could tell that, you know, by 
the stones. So I bought the whole lot, and set to 
work there and then to pick them. Bessy made 
up a good fire, and by ten o'clock I had got them 
on in the great brass pan, and the syrup was just 
beginning to boil out. I was weighing up the 
sugar, a pound to a pound of fruit, you know, 
when I heard a great passing of carriages ; and 
running out to the front door, what should I see 
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but Miss Kaye's wedding in the very act of going 
past. I never feel comfortable to let a wedding 
go past without paying proper attention to it, for 
Fm a sincere admirer of the married state, and 
I've only abstained from entering it myself be- 
eause nobody ever asked me. So I ran upstairs, 
just as I was, in my apron and petticoat, to one 
of the top windows that had a good view of the 
street; picking an old slipper out of the shoe- 
closet as I went past, to throw after them for good 
luck, for you know I like old observances to be 
kept up." 

"And very nice they looked. The bride, in 
white muslin tucked up to the waist, as I could 
see plain enough, for her dress spread out so in 
the carriage ; and a lace mantle, the loveliest shape 
you ever saw, coming down in a point behind, 
and square ends in front, finished off with tassels ; 
and the bridesmaids, four of t)*em, in pink tarle- 
tane and tulle bonnets, with hunches of white 
roses at the sides, and their hair turned upside 
down, like the Empress Eugenie's, and white 
scarves put on across, and fastened on the shoulder 
with a pink bow to match the dress. But do you 
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know, Mrs. Harcourt, when I got down stairs 
again, there were my winesours boiling over into 
the fire as fast as ever they could go, and making 
such a hearth ! I really thought we never should 
have got that hearth clean again. And when I 
ran into the back kitchen to fetch a floor-cloth to 
clean it up a little bit, there was my maid Bessy 
mounted up on the washing-tub at the window, 
watching the tail end of the procession as it 
turned round the corner. Of course I couldn't 
scold her, for she'd as good a right to leave the 
preserves and enjoy the wedding as I had ; but it 
made my winesours look not quite so nice as they 
would have done had Miss Kaye been married a 
couple of hours later. So you see, I thought as 
they weren't fit for company, one little pot might 
do for Betty Hayes's niece to have her powders in, 
and I've been taking it to her to-night." 

And Miss Grabbatis, having reached the end of 
this somewhat elongated explanation, unpinned 
her shawl, took out her netting, and settled herself 
down to a comfortable evening's chat; while Mrs. 
Harcourt's fingers glided over the filmy lacet- 
work, and Maud sat in the shadow of the window 
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curtains, half-dreaming, half-waking; catching 
from time to time stray drops and snatches of 
news that Miss Grabbatis was rehearsing in her 
pleasant, racy style, from the other side of the 
room ; yet all the while wrapped round in that 
mantle of separate, self-contained thought, which 
never enfolds us more completely than when the 
busy little concernments and interests of daily 
life are being discussed around us. 

The vacuum caused by Mabel Harcourt's sud- 
den' withdrawment from the Braeton sphere, was 
speedily filled by a rush of windy gossip. Mrs. 
Sharrup convened a tea party to consider the 
event, and issue such remarks, benevolent or 
otherwise, thereupon, as occasion might seem to 
demand. Mrs. Herman Kaye also entertained a 
few friends from the upper ten of the village, at 
a select dinner party, and felt it her duty to make 
a few remarks on the impropriety of having 
weddings got up in such a close sort of manner 
that nobody had the opportunity of even ex- 
pressing their opinion about it until cards were 
sent, and the whole thing came down upon them 
like a thunderbolt. The Misses Farbelook put 
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on their new autumn bonnets and French cloaks 
for the first time, and made a round of morning 
calls, on the strength of the occasion; wherein 
they were drawn out to unfold their sentiments 
in a manner which, could Mabel Harcourt have 
heard them, would have lessened by a good deal 
her regret at leaving Braeton. Pretty Miss 
Brown, at Ivy Cottage, thought it was a decided 
take-in, and loudly intimated that when she got 
married, the wreaths, and veils, and dresses 
shouldn't be bought for nothing, but the whole 
village should get to know of it in a suitable 
manner, and be present to see how she conducted 
herself at the ceremony. Miss Tim was very inr 
dignant, and called round that very night at Mrs. 
Sharrup's to unbosom herself on the subject. What 
did people get engaged and proposed to, andcourted 
and married, and have their little quarrels for, she 
should like to know, if it wasn't that other people 
might discuss them and take warning ? For her 
part, she had no patience with things being done 
in a corner ; just as if there was something amiss 
that the whole world wasn't wanted to know; 
and it wasn't quite clear to her mind, in fact she 
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had heard something like a whisper, or at least it 
was just hinted, that somebody had thought it was 
possible that every thing wasn't quite, — or if it 
hadn't got so far as that, there was room enough for 
anybody to think, if they were disposed to express 
their opinion; but she was thankful to say she 
wasn't one of those people who trouble themselves 
with other folk's concerns, and make umpleasaat- 
nesses about little matters ; only, for her part, she 
sincerely hoped and trusted things would turn out 
better than she expected from such a beginning; 
and she was sure Mrs. Philip Lowe had her best 
wishes, her very best wishes — only it would have 
been more satisfactory, &c. &e. &c. And having 
concluded this most remote approximation to a 
definite hypothesis, Miss Tim descended to spe- 
cialities; inquired if Miss Julia Shamip had 
heard what the dresses were like, was there a 
pretty set out at the breakfast, did the bride go 
off in good spirits — together with other little mat- 
ters of feminine curiosity, 

w So t'other poor bairn's left wi' herself, wi' 
nobody to speak a kind word to her, or cheer her 
up a bit for them as is gone, and won't never 
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come back to her any more," said Mrs. Brant, 
who had taken her knitting and gone down the 
village to have a u crack," as she called it, with 
Polly Benn. " Ay, marry, some folks gets sweet 
and ither folks gets sour i' this here world, an 9 
there's allers a contrairy halfing o' t' lot, as my 
good man used to say when he turned t' crusty 
end o' t' loaf my side.'* 

Polly Benn had had a hard day's washing, a 
very hard day indeed. It had been one of those 
nasty, perverse, provoking October days, denomi- 
nated by washerwomen " clarty," when things 
seem to be possessed of an obstinate determina- 
tion not to dry ; and after hanging out in back 
yards for two, three, four, or five hours, flap their 
wet draperies in your face, in just about as pro- 
mising a state of forwardness as when they emerged 
from the washing-tub: — days when there is no 
wind, no sunshine, no anything but damp and 
smite; days when the smoke comes down the 
kitchen chimney, and the fire wont €t draw," when 
the powder blue " sets " in the starch things, and 
coloured articles go " streaky " with having to be 
dried by the fire. And of all days again, this was 
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the one selected by Mrs. Herman Kaye to send 
down three pairs of her best linen sheets, with 
strict injunctions that they were to be washed, 
folded, mangled, ironed, aired, and sent back by 
next evening at the latest. Two pairs were 
already dried and laid out on the dresser, having 
been all day going through the process; the 
others were hanging up now on the great clothes 
horse before the fire, forming a capacious screen, 
in one corner of which Matthew sat huddled up 
into the smallest possible compass, shrinking 
instinctively into the back-ground every time his 
better half hove in sight; being impressed with 
the feeling that he was very much in somebody's 
way, and yet not having the slightest idea where 
to put himself, so as to be out of it* Polly was 
standing behind her tub in the back kitchen, a 
tallow candle stuck in a bottle set up on one side 
of it, and a saucer to hold her soap on the other. 
There was a look of intense disgust on her face, as 
she plunged her red arms into the seething surge 
of suds, and a vigorous impatience in her manner 
of twitching about the unfortunate linen entrusted 
to her tender mercies, which intimated that her 
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temper was in that critical state stigmatised as 
" touchy." 

" Some folks gets sour, does they ? Well, I 
reckon they doe*, myself, I don't know as erer 
I got aught else. Sugar's all sunk down to 
t' bottom of t'cup, leastways I han't never lighted 
on a taste yet* an' I'se been suppin' at it these 
good many years back. Miss Maud, bless her, 
got her's at top, but tak' my word on't* it '11 be 
sweetened for her agin afore long* Why, marry, 
yon face of her's 'ud turn vinegar into new milk 
afore she looked at it. And so t'other Miss has 
been an' gone an' got married Well, she'll rue 
on't, that's alL I sure I don't know what folks 
gets married fornow-a-days; catch me gain' for to 
do it agin if once I got loosened from yon old 
man." 

* Hush, Polly, you'll hurt his feeling" 
"Feelins'l heain'tgotnofeelins'asiwerlherd 
tell on, let alone a feelin for draughts an blasts o' 
wind. He's no call to be round under a body's 
feet on a washing day; an' when Mrs. Xaye, bad 
luck to her, sent me -them sheets this morning, I 
says to hini, < Matthy,' sayB I, ' you just stop arbed 
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to-day, an' Til see to it yer gits yer vittles reg'lar; 
there aren't no place for the likes o? you when 
folks is busy.' But, bless yon, Mrs* Brant, I 
hadn't hardly got turned round and fairly set at 
my tub, but down he comes bobbins' and wbeezin', 
and lookin' out for a comfortable place, an' yonder 
he's been ever since, screwed up inside yon winter- 
edge, takin' care on hisseif an' his feelinsi Did ye 
go to see t' young leddy wed? " 

"Marry, no, weddins ain't no sort o' count to 
me , but I sent Sally round to fetch a ounce of 
pepper* an ' t' saxton tell'd her they wfcs just a 
comin' out o' church, so she went inside t' door 
an' see'd 'em. She said they looked fine an' 
menseful ; she was i' white silk, wi' summit soft 
and glowerin' like fellin' over it, an' t' beautifullest 
flowers she ever set eyes on droppin' down in 
front. An' Miss Maud, bless her, looked just like 
a angel. Sally said as how she couldn't tak' 
tent of ought she'd got on, her face looked so 
sweet like, just as if she were a waitin' for summit 
to come an' fetch her away. Our Sally were 
quite upset wi' it> an set on a cryin', and then wi 9 
takin' out her handkersher that was lyin' nigh t' 
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pepper, it made her start o' sneezing an she were 
forced to come out afore she'd fairly see'd it all. 
But, she said, it were rare an' fine, nobbut Mr. 
Lowe, that's him, you know, had sich a stiff look 
wi' him, an' seemed so awful grand." 
- " Ay, she's gotten her master at last. It does 
some folks good to get mastered, /never was, 
never. He's no sort o' thing to look up to, isn't 
yon," and Polly took her fingers out of the suds 
and pointed over her shoulder towards the clothes 
horse. " I kind v o' missed that out about honour- 
in' an' obeyin', when I got wed. 'Tain't everybody 
as the likes o' me can obey ; an' he's sattled down 
wi' that now, and niwer thinks o' tellin' me to do 
ought as I haven't a mind to. Here you, Matthy," 
she said, wringing the suds off her arms and 
striding into the front kitchen, to turn the sheets ; 
"just you side out somewhere else, an' don't be 
keepin' t' fire from these here." 

Matthew picked himself up, and shifted himself 
vaguely into the middle of the kitchen, looking 
round for a vacant place, with an air of helpless 
resignation that was very edifying to behold. 

"Ain't ye a bit sore upon him whiles, Mrs. 
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Benn ? Ye see it kind o' skeers him like, when 
ye get so angry, an' makes him as he can't help 
hisself." 

"Law! Mrs. Brant, bless ye, I ain't angry. I 
nobbut speaks loud. It ain't no sort o' yield being 
angry with't' likes of him; he just stands starin' 
at ye, an' takes it kind o' daft. When I gets 
rail angry I doesn't speak, I looks, and then he 
knows summut's a comin', an' clears out straight- 
away. There's a vast deal in a look. I kind o' 
speaks loud fifty times a day, I'se gotten trained 
up wi' it, and a body can't help that. Now, 
Matthy, ye can come back an' fix yerself in this 
here corner." 

Matthew came back and fixed himself, 
"I don't know but what I is kind o' cross 
whiles with him," she said, going back again to 
her tub, and giving a sort of deprecatory glance 
before she re-commenced her washing, to where 
Matthew was endeavouring to shake himself down 
again, inside the clothes' horse, " but it goes agin 
one's senses that I should stan' here, washin' 
while my back fairly aches, an' then manglin' 
while my arms — an' they're stout uns too, — ain't 
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got no sort o* spring in 'em worth mentioning an' 
then ironin', while t' patience is nigh broiled <rai 
on me, wi' fidgetin' over them starch things, an* 
then t* work isn't done, but I mtm pack 'em up, 
an 9 go trailing of 'em down t' village back agin to 
Mrs. Kaye's, when t' rest o' folks is snug a-bed, or 
sattled down to a bit o' rest at fireside, an' mebby 
not get paid for 'em after all, but telled I mun 
just wait while Missis gets right change ; an' kmi 
there, Mrs. Brant, sittin' like a mop handle i' the 
chimbly corner, wi' no thought o' nowt but to 
keep hisself from t' draught, an' axin' when t' 
dinner 11 be fit. I say, if that ain't enough to rile 
a body, an' mak'em speak a bit loud whiles, why, 
I don't see why folk's tongues was given 'em at 
all. Just tak' tent on it now, an' him promisin' 
when we was wed to keep me, and give me his 
worldly goods, when he know'd all t' while he 
hadn't none to give, let alone me bavin* to take 
my bit o' money out o' t' bank to buy summut to 
mak' t' cottage look daoent, afore we put our 
heads intull it. If he dont keep his words, there 
ain't no sort o' reason as I should go for to stick 
to mine about honourin' an' obeyin'. Sure, I 
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don't know what folks gets married for, t' ain't 
been no sort o' hick to me as I ever see'd. But 
dear Miss Maud, bless her, to think of her lookin' 
so beautiful an 9 sweet, wi' trouble at her heart as 
she has." 

"Mrs. Benn, it ain't no ways clear to me, but 
what she kind o' sees him round her in a sort o' 
way. She's had a strange like look wi' her eyes ever 
sin' t' dear master was took, as if she was a seein' 
summut as other folks couldn't. It's allers been 
on my mind that scone people has visions, kind 
o' dreams ye see, as makes them peaceful an' sweet 
like. I sure if t' angels has faces at all, an' I 
hope they have, the/11 be summut like Miss 
Maud's, wi' sich a shine an' glint. I hope t' other 
young leddy '11 do well wi' this strange gentleman. 
I don't much matter folks myself as looks so 
proud and stiff upright ; but some likes one thing 
an' some another, and there ain't no tellin' what 
suits. Nobbut she loves him, they'll get along 
somehow nor other." ' 

" An' she does that, Mrs. Brant, my word on 
it. It ain't on my track to go peepin' and spryin' 
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round of other folk's faces ; but it goes hard if 
she ain't been a thinkin' on him this good bit past. 
Ye mind that Sunday mornin' he preached here 
October was a year, why, she ain't been t' same 
ever since, she's gotten a new way wf her, kind o' 
sweet like at times, just t' same as came over her 
aunt Miss Miriam, and she was awful proud, ye 
mind, when she was goin' to be wed to yon gentle- 
man from the west country. Poor thing, an' she 
got took afore it come about ; but that's neither 
here nor there. An' I've see'd as clear as ever I 
see'd anything, that Miss Mabel were goin' along 
t' same track." 

"I know what it is, Mrs. Brant," continued 
Polly, stripping the suds from her arms, and giving 
a flying glance across to Matthew, who was snoring 
behind the clothes' horse ; and then looking hard 
and fast at the tallow candle standing in its glass 
bottle on her tub corner. " I know what it is, 
Mrs. Brant. I know t' time when I was nigh 
hand gettin' t' same sort o' thing myself, afore I 
took up wi' Aim, when Mark Banner, bodkin Mark 
they used to call him, 'cause he was so small like, 
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lived parish schoolmaster here. I could ha 9 lifted 
him up in yon clothes' basket, he was nobbut 
such a little un, but there was a vast o' summut 
in him as made folks take a good bit o' time to 
consider afore they did ought to cross him, an 9 he 
had a sort o' way wi' him just like a prince, as no- 
body dare go agin. And he kind o 9 made me feel 
as humble and gentle like, and we was a goin' to 
be wed. And I mind as well as can be, I read 
it all through in t 9 Prayer-book a month afore t 9 
day, an 9 when I came to that piece about obeyin', 
I kind o 9 stuck fast for a minnit, for ye see I'd 
never said that to no person. Well, next day it 
were Sunday, an 9 my missis allers let him come 
home wi 9 me from church of a Sunday night, an 9 
we had a bit of a joke about this here obeying an 9 
I said I warn 9 t goin 9 for to do it, and from jokin 9 
we got to jawin' about it, an 9 I flew high, an 9 so 
did he, for he'd a awful deal o 9 pride, only he kept 
it so quiet like. An 9 I kept gettin 9 hotter an 9 
hotter, while I said he might go an 9 take back 
word about t 9 banns, for they was goin 9 to be axed 
t 9 next Sunday. An 9 wi 9 that he gave me a long 
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look — I've never had but one look like that in all 
my born days, Mrs. Brant — an' he says, as kind-like, 
'Do ye mean it, Polly?' and I flung out at him 
agin, for I was kind o' riled wi' hia quietness, an' 
I tell'd him I never said nowt as I didn't mean, 
and left Mm, for we'd just gotten to f back door, 
an' missis didn't let followers come into t' kitchen. 
I've oft thought since, if he'd had chance to ha' 
corned in, we'd ha got it made up ; but servant 
gals' troubles ain't no sort o' count wi' missises, 
an' he were forced to go. An' t' next thing I heerd 
on him he were gone from t' village back away to 
t' moors, an' I've never heerd tell on him since. 
So then I took up wi' yon. He was kind o' soft 
like, and had no sort o' say of his own ; but I 
didn't care who it was, so long as I got somebody 
to let t' village folks see I hadn't cared for Mark. 
But law, Mrs. Brant, he ain't nothing at all to stick 
to. Folks ought to look out for a sweet bone when 
they 're goin' to be pickin' at it all their lives, 
but I've got t' sweetness out o' mine a good bit 
past, though I never telled no one afore you." 
When Mrs. Brant had packed up her knitting 
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and gone, Polly looked down into her washing 

tub, and let a tear or two drop into the suds. 

Then she wrung the sheets out, hung them up at 

the fire to dry, and set on a pan of gruel for 

I Matthew's supper. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Elverton Rectory, January 6tfu — How many 
weeks have passed since I wrote anything in this 
book, — so many that autumn leaves have drifted 
quite away, and the snows of winter lie whitely 
upon the lawn, and on the church roof, and on 
that little row of cottages close by the churchyard, 
and on the uplands and meadows round us, and 
on this great mountain which looks down on 
Elverton village ; while in the long still evenings 
we sit together, Philip and I, in this warm study, 
not reading, nor working, nor writing; but just 
fhJTiTrnig hand in hand, and heart to heart, of 
how good God has been to us. 

For we are very happy. Philip does not pet 
me much. I think nobody ever could do that ; 
and he does not pour out upon me, either, a 
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whole dictionary fall of pretty names and endear- 
ing words ; I can do without them. We want no 
caresses, no fine speeches, so long as we can look 
steady and true into the eyes of those we love, 
and find there nothing but love again — a brave, 
earnest, unfailing love for us, and for us alone, 
to be our joy and crown through life. And this 
is what I find day by day — nothing else but this. 

We had a very quiet wedding, Philip and I, — 
how I like to write those three little words — a very 
quiet one indeed, for Maud's sake. Very early 
that bright October morning, while the blue mist 
lay over Lingold Lake, and crept in and out 
among the woods, and while the sunshine flashed 
upon the dew-drops, and glanced upon the crimson 
leaves, and warmed the old grey church tower, 
we set off, papa, and Maud, and I. Philip and 
his friend were standing at the altar waiting for 
us — he with just the same steady, composed look 
I had learned to know so well, and to rest upon. 
There was not a creature in the church besides 
our own party, for we had taken care the day 
should not be known, and everything was so 
hushed and silent. Then the clergyman began. 



170 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

At first, I had no thoughts of any one but 
Philip; but by and by they reached to Maud 
too, standing by me. For when I turned and 
gave her my flowers to hold, there was a look 
of such high, commanding peace on her face, — 
such an almost regal expression of self-contain- 
ment and repose, with a strange glory in her 
eyes, as though, looking upward to things hidden 

i 

from us, they saw that coming time when for her 
too, as for me then, should be realised the great 
hope of life. And when all was over, and 
Mr. Eden had said over me and Philip the 
solemn words — " Whom God hath joined, let no 
man put asunder," it seemed to me that in the 
sight of Him who seeth things eternal and in- 
visible they were said over others, and for others, 
than for us two — even over Stephen Boden and 
Maud. For he was there watching us, standing 
very near us. I knew it so, and Maud knewit too. 
Mr. Lowe had asked me many times where I 
would like to go for our wedding journey. 
Mamma thought Scotland ; papa, whose thoughts 
always turn in a literary direction, would have 
sent me into Germany; to Leipsic and Weimar. 
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Where should we go, though, but to the place 
where we first met; where those grand old 
sweeping cliffs smile under the blue sky ; where 
the ruined castle keeps watch upon its rocky 
eyrie; where the waves come swinging and 
flashing and sparkling on smooth, far-reaching 
sands. So to Scarbro' we went; to the north 
cliff again; not to the same house though; but 
to a quiet little cottage towards Scalby, far away 
beyond the other streets and crescents, where a 
steep, winding path led us down the cliff just 
opposite that long low range of rocks we both 
of us remember so well. 

Yes, both of us. For I like to think that he 
remembers all these things as well as I do. We 
were there two Sundays. The first of them we 
went to the old parish church, the same we had 
gone to, not together though, last year. We 
started very early, that we might walk about In 
the churchyard before the service began. We 
went to see Anne Bronte's grave again — there, 
nearly under the shadow of the old castle; and 
listened as we stood by it, to the low, restless 
murmur of the waves, so like the wail of her own 
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gad, sorrow-laden life. Turning to go down to- 
wards another part, we found a grave marked out 
among all the others by a peculiar white-veined 
ivy, which wound over and interlaced the hillock. 
There was no headstone, no inscription of any sort, 
nothing but just a narrow ledge of granite all round 
to preserve the earth from falling away. It 
looked green, and fresh, and beautiful among the 
monotonous range of upright stones, as though 
belonging to one who even in death would be 
remembered by Nature rather than Art There 
was something so pleasant in the look of that 
green and clasping ivy. Passing it, we asked the 
sexton's wife, who was standing near, to whom it 
belonged. She appeared to be a woman very 
fond of talking, and gave us the whole history. 
Let me write it down, just as she told it. It 
kept us standing there, over that ivy-bound 
hillock, with trembling hands, and eyes full of 
tears, long after the bells had ceased to chime, 
and the Psalms begun to peal out through the 
old church walls. 

" It was a lady, ma'am, as came unfortently to 
her end, nigh upon a twelvemonth past. She 
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was uncommon beautiful, ma'am, more pity for 
her, for them sort o' folks is always more un- 
fortent than anybody else, some way nor other; 
and she'd a vast o' what they cailjanius, not as I 
know much about what it means, but happen you 
may. She was stoppin' away up yonder, ma'am," 
and the woman pointed to the north shore, " and 
folks used to stare at her whenever she put her 
head out o' doors, she was so mighty handsome. 
An' she were a kind like sort o' lady too; ma'am. 
I've seen her myself catch little children up on t' 
sands, and kiss 'em, just for all t' world as if she 
belonged to 'em, and onybody that she saw 
lookin' kind o' miserable, she would make up to 
'em, and get out of 'em what was t' matter, an' 
try to cheer 'em up. I can tell of her comin' to 
me once when my master was laid ill, an' I 
thought for nothing but what he was goin' to die ; 
an' she brought me a lot o' things for him— sick 
folks fancies anything, you know, ma'am, that a 
stranger brings— and she talked to me whiles wi' 
a kind like sort o' tone, though I couldn't make 
much sense on it, it was so different to what the 
trac' lady says when she comes round ; but I 



174 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

mind when I telled her I was feared master 
would die and leave me a lone widdy, that she 
looked at me wi' a glowering look, an' said as 
there was things a vast worse than being left a 
widdy, and then she turned white like, and went 
away; for our kitchen's mighty grewsome and 
close, odd times, with getting so little air and t 9 
chimney reeks fit to stew a body alive. 

" Well, after that, ma'am," and the woman set 
her arms a-kimbo, and went on in a cool business- 
like way, tapping the granite ledge of the grave 
with her thick-soled boots, " after that, a gentle- 
man came from furrin parte, and stopped iA t' 
same house. I can't tell exact where he was from, 
but he was nobbut young, and his wife wasn't 
long dead. A very book-learned man, ma'am, 
and the beautifullest singer you ever heerd. I 
mind o' standin' behind him at church one 
Sunday when they was singin' t' Old Hundred, an* 
it kind o' made me creep all over, it was so 
solemn, an' had such a lot o' tune in it Well, as I 
telled you, he was stoppin' in t' same house; ye 
see folks meets so promiscus in company places 
like this, and I heerd tell as how she'd knowed 
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him afore, not as there was any harm in that, for 
he was as likely a gentleman as ever I set eyes 
upon, and gived me a shilling, and sometimes 
half a crown, every time I put him into a pew at 
church; but somehow she took low after he 
came, at least so folks said, but folks says any- 
thing now-a-days, and I never reckon nought o' 
what I hears, but anyway, by account of that or 
summut else, she pined like and went off sudden 
at last" 

"Do you mean she died?" said Philip. 

" Yes, sir, that was it; an' she was took afore 
any of her kin could be got to Bee her. It always 
was very strong in my mind, ma'am, that she 
helped herself off wi' summtit as she took, for 
you see she was that sort of lady that would be 
desperate if she was riled up to it, and it's noways 
clear to me but what — but that's neither here 
nor there, and I never mentioned it to nobody 
afore — dead folks is best left to rest, and I 
wouldn't go for to say that she wasn't took 
natural — but folks thinks, you know, ma'am, they 
can't help that Well, her husband came down 
from London and had her buried, and then set off 
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back wi' t' little boy; and t' strange gentle- 
man — I can't mind his name now — set this here 
plant upon t' place, and telled me to keep it 
trimmed up tidy like." 

" And what was her , name ? * said I, drawing 
closer to Philip, for a strange, cold feeling came 
over me. 

" Law now, ma'am ! to think that I shouldn't 
ha' told you that afore. They called her Tresilis, 
ma'am. Mrs. Tresilis, an onhandy sort o' name, 
it was a long time afore I could tongue it myself, 
but bless you, ma'am, we gets lots o' queer names 
up here ; folks comes from all parts to get the sea 
air, some on 'em more dead than alive, and after 
they've been a bit and got coddled up and 
wheeled about in basket carriages, and stuffed wi' 
all sorts o' medicine, they just die straight out 
and come into this churchyard to be buried. I've 
made a sight o' money some seasons, ma'am, wi' 
nought but funerals; folks likes to give hand- 
some at such times. If you go round to t' other 
part o' t' yard, you'll see some fine monuments, 
ma'am, one wi' a bunch o' stone lilies broken off, 
as nat'ral as life, for a young lady as was brought 
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here to get well, and died the day after. She 
was nigh upon being married to a gentleman 
down south; and we've got another, ma'am, a 
sweet thing in white marble for a young baby as 
was drowned bathing, — them sort o' things will 
happen odd times, — with a pair of little angels at 
top, just gettin' ready to fly away. Most folks 
cry as sees it, ma'am, it's reckoned to be so 
touchin' like, but I never see'd any angels myself, 
so I don't know what they ought to be like. And 
then, ma'am, as you seem kind of interested in 
the place, I could tell you of another lady from 
France, as came to these parts and died sudden. 
We've lots o' them sort o' things happens here 
every year, ma'am." 

We thanked her, but said we had heard enough 
for that morning; so she left us and bustled off 
into church to show the people into their 5>ews. 
Philip and I stood by the grave a long time, 
speaking no word. Then we turned and went in 
together to the service. They were just singing 
the last verse in the Benedictus : — 

" To give light to them that sit in darkness and 
vol. ni. tf . 
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the shadow of death, and to guide our feet into 
the way of peace." 

I could but remember the look of weariness 
and longing upon her face, when in that same old 
church, but little more than a year ago, we three 
had listened to that Psalm together. It was too 
late to pray for her now; we could only think of 
her reverently, mournfully, lovingly; and thank 
God, in our heart of hearts, that from such stormy 
billows as those through which she had battled 
we were in mercy spared. And when in our 
solemn Litany the prayer went up for "all who 
have erred and are deceived," we bowed our faces, 
and said Amen. 

When we came out of church, I asked the 
woman when Mrs. Tresilis had died. She said on 
Sunday the tenth of October, last year, some time 
in the afternoon, as near as she could remember. 
The same day, the same hour, that Philip and I 
were standing on the little bridge on Lingold 
Lake. We each of us gathered a leaf from her 
grave ; and as there k no other mourner to weep 
for her, I have taken her memory into my heart, 
to hold it there faithfully, reverently, tenderly. 
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I have been at homey my own home* nearly 
three months now. The trees round the Bectory 
garden, one mass of crimson, brown, and gold 
when I came, are each and all tipped and veiled 
with snow — the new year's snow. Philip and I 
had our watehnight alone together by the study 
fire — brighter than the one before it, thank God ! 
And as the new year came in, we received it 
thankfully, prayerfully, knowing that whatever it 
might bring us, there could be nothing but peaee, 
so long as our hearts were in the right place. 

How much more I should like to write ! but I 
am a wife now, and I have many things to do. 
Philip likes every one about him to be at work, so 
he gives me plenty to do in the daytime. Only 
at night, when he comes home from his visiting, 
when the twilight draws on and the sun has gone 
down behind Scorton Fell, he makes me put it all 
away, and we sit together over the fire ; he in his 
great easy chair, and I on a stool beside him, with 
my head resting on his shoulder, just as we sat 
five months ago in the room at Braeton. 

I am very happy then. 

Life is more precious to me than it used to be. 

N 2 
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I am IpTfiifig to think of it now as a thing very 
earnestly to be tended and cared for. It seems 
to me so infinitely holy, as if so much might be 
made of it. I want to rise to the whole altitude 
of my nature, to grow out and blossom on all 
sides under the beautiful sunshine of divine and 
human love. Ah! I remember the time when 
life for me seemed but a thing to be patiently 
endured — now it is instinct with all joy ; and I 
glory in the thought that it can never end, that it 
will go on widening and brightening for ever. 

" 'Tis life whereof our nerves are scant, 
Oh life, not death, for which we pant, 
More life, and fuller, that we want ! " 

And I like to think that my life, all that is 
noblest and best of it, may come to its perfect 
growth even here, in this quiet little village home. 
I used to weary once for some great thing to do, 
something that might win me name and fame, 
I see now that in the work Grod gives us to do 
there is no high, no low, save as we make it such 
by our performance of it ; that in His sphere of 
duty there is neither great nor small, neither 
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mean nor honourable ; but all lies level and equal 
before that one touchstone of worthiness, " Ye 
did it unto me." I have learned now that when 
once the seal of consecration is placed upon us, 
(rod accepts what we in our pride and foolishness 
think the most trivial duties of life as part of our 
religion, seeing urall of them the spirit of love to 
Him, and viewing them as outgrowths of that new, 
divine life which He has given us. And so in 
this home quietness of mine, apart from all that 
the world calls great or noble, from all that once 
I longed to be and to do, I may be fathoming 
the great deeps, and looking out over the infinite 
scope, and learning all the meaning which lies 
within this strangely beautiful life of ours. 

" And this is life eternal, to know Thee the 
only true God, and Jesus Christ, whom Thou 
hast sent" 



v 3 
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CHAPTEE XL 

Once more at Braeton the new year came 
dancing in. 

There was gaiety for those who liked it 
that night. Mrs. Herman Kaye was having a 
ball and supper party, at which Mr. Sparks, the 
new Mossingay agent, was flourishing away in a 
dress suit and white kids; making sad havock 
among the hearts of the susceptible belles of the 
neighbourhood* who unanimously voted him a 
charming gentleman; so exceeding polite and 
elegant in his manners, such a sweet dancer, such 
an engaging partner, such a perfect contrast to 
that poor Mr. Boden, who got killed last summer 
up in the north, and seemed as if he couldn't do 
anything but his duty. Warm floods of rosy 
light came eddying through the crimson curtains 
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of Sir Everard Albyn's dancing-room, with wafts 
of musie and quick pattering of footsteps which 
told of revelry and mirth within. Mossingay 
Castle was one blaze of light, gleaming from all 
its lofty windows, down through the leafless 
branches of the trees, and over the heathery 
slopes around. For those, too, who possessed not 
the entrie to the glittering circle of Braeton 
aristocracy, pretty Miss Brown opened her best 
parlour, and set out her best supper things, and 
had the best candlesticks rubbed bright, and 
prepared as merry a valediction as she could for 
the year that had passed so lightly over her. 
And any one going past the newly thatched and 
whitewashed ** Albyn Arms " on Braeton village 
green, might have perceived a fragrant odour of 
tobacco smoke and home-brewed ale ; or, peeping 
through the clasping ivy branches into the low 
latticed casements, where the blinds were drawn 
up and the curtains put back, he might have seen 
an interesting picture of some forty or fifty village 
lads and lasses, in clean smock frocks and smart 
new calico dresses, footing it away with true 
British energy, to the inspiring strains of three 

x 4 
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fiddles and a pair of triangles; while comely 
matrons in their holiday attire, and sturdy stal- 
wart labourers, whose dancing days were over, 
sat on benches round the walls, laughing to see 
the flirtations that were going on among the 
younger ones, and beating time to the rustic 
music No one cared to listen to the church 
bells which were ringing December out, as they 
always did, with a faint, quavering, not unplea- 
sant sound J nor to think of that tall old black 
yew-tree which grew by the west window, and 
was even now wringing its long arms drearily to 
and fro over the grave where Stephen Boden and 
little Walter lay sleeping side by side; nor to 
hear the wind as it came slowly sighing up 
through the orchard boughs, and eddying round 
the gables of Braeton Lodge. 

Except Maud. 

For it wad the time when those who have 
anything to remember sit down quietly and 
remember it; and those who live only in the 
present, and from without, bethink themselves 
how most elegantly or merrily to dance away 
the hours. The time when all, whether of joy 



ALL FOB THE BEST. 185 

or sorrow, comes back very freshly to us, and old 
graves, which we had thought long ago grown 
over with the tall grass of time and forgetfulness, 
look out upon us clear and painful again. So, 
from its hiding-place among the tangled flowers 
and thick green leafy woods of last June time, 
came the memory of Maud's grief, and looked 
her in the face just as freshly, just as vividly, as 
it had done that long ago summer morning when 
she first wakened up to it. 

There is no forgetting of any sorrow that has 
cut away from us our whole past life, and left it 
lying a shapeless and withered thing, in the 
track of the old year. There is no stifling 
of Memory, no singing of her to sleep with any 
lullaby which heaven or earth can give. All 
that we can do, all that God asks us to do, is to 
be patient, to dry up the tears one by one as 
they come, so that they may not blind us for 
daily duties or daily cares, nor hinder us from 
looking out, be it ever so faintly and feebly, to 
that glorious coming time when He shall show 
us the wherefore of all that so perplexes us here. 
No sorrow was ever meant to be forgotten, but 
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rather remembered and spoken with as a friend; 
that little by little, learning to look upon it as a 
grave and tender monitor, it may read out to us 
the heavenly message it has brought from Him 
who sent it- 
Maud was sitting in the low rocking chair 
before the dining-room fire, just as she had sat 
there last December night; now for the first time 
alone. Everything was just the same as it had 
been a year ago. Canova's nymph looked down 
in still white beauty from its carved pedestal; 
the Parian vase, too, in the dim recess, with the 
sculptured doves stooping down upon its brim. 
The firelight, flickering out from beneath the 
white marble mantelpiece, cast its changeful 
shadows upon the landscape pictures ; the same 
quaint old family portraits in bygone costume 
and powdered hair, which Mrs. Harcourt was so 
proud of; on the same scroll-work paper, with its 
arabesque tracery and graceful curves. With 
just the same eerie whistle, the wind crept 
round and round, and through and through the 
old beech-tree at the bottom of the garden, 
and then eddied in through the bay window, and 
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stirred the long heavy dark green curtains, and 
moved the shadows that lay among their folds. 
And the same sounds too. The long bare jas- 
mine branches beating against the window, the 
measured tick of the old dock in the hall, the 
leaping and crackling of the flames. Everything 
just tire same, only that Mabel dreamed no more 
with shut eyes and hushed proud face upon the 
sofa; and that the little nest, the warm-lined 
mossy nest, had been taken away from the Parian 
vase, to be more sadly, more reverently treasured 
up; and that Maud, leaning back in the rock- 
ing-chair, and looking out into the flickering 
firelight, had lost the pleasant child smile from 
her face, and the bright quick glinting of hope 
from her grey eyes ; and her hands, those little 
hands that used to be so instinct with busy 
usefulness, or so peaceful in their repose, had 
learned to fold themselves now in a passive 
patient weariness, that was very touching to 

DQCi 

It was a strange fancy of Maud's to be alone 
that night; to watch out the dreary, trickling, 
last life-drops of the old year that had brought 
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her so much sorrow ; to look once again with 
unwavering eyes upon the bitter story of the 
past, when she might have slept it quietly away, 
and let the hours die out with no word of fare- 
well. And yet, sometimes, we like to be 
thoroughly alone with our griefs, to look them 
through and through, to talk with them face to 
face. They are not so keen when we know 
them better; something of love and yearning 
looks at us from them, and we come back 
again to the careless, working world, sadder, 
perhaps, but wiser, much wiser. Nay, even 
sometimes, in that long, long look, we find 
a strange beauty in them, that makes us not 
afraid to come again and hold them closer 
to us. 

Maud had her writing-desk open on the table 
beside her; the old silver-bound writing-desk 
that her aunt Miriam had given her many 
years ago, when she was a very little girl. She 
could remember yet the quick springing joy 
that came into her heart when first that desk 
was hers; how over and over again she had 
locked and unlocked it, and stood over it 
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with such child-like delight, examining its 

purple velvet covered lids, and cosy little 

drawers and wafer -boxes, its ebony pens and 

silver-tipped inkstands, and snowy store of 

writing paper. And then in later years, how 

it had become the receptacle of her girlish 

fancies, of wild dreamy thoughts that she had 

written down and hidden away there, where 

no one else might see them. Later still, she had 

sat before it for many a long pleasant hour, 

writing out stories and preparing lessons for 

her Sunday school; and dreaming dreams, 

perhaps, of some time to come, when she might 

write that which other than simple village 

children might think it worth their while to 

read. Then, too, when all those dreams had 

passed away, and a new joy, brighter than any 

they could have given her, had dawned, she 

sat and penned the first letter she ever sent 

to Stephen Eoden, that week when he was 

away at the Duke of Chartermayne's estate in 

Wales. 

What a tiny letter it was ! yet how long it 
took her to write it, — Maud's first love-letter. 
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How well she remembered sitting before her 
desk that July evening, with her head leaning 
upon her hand, thinking what she must say ; how 
best she could tell him enough, yet not too much, 
of all that was in her heart ; how many sheets of 
paper she tore up and threw away before the 
right words came, and even thai how poor they 
seemed; how tame and powerless, from the 
thoughts which had tried to shape them ! It lay 
there before her now, that first letter die ever 
wrote to Stephen Boden; so lovingly treasured 
up by him in that sacred office drawer at Moss- 
ingay cottage, until, when he could look upon 
it no longer, her hands had taken it thence and 
brought it back again, — a quiet little memento 
of that first bright summer time of her young 
life. 

And side by side with it lay his letters ; only 
two or three of them, for they had not often 
been parted, and then but for a little while. 
She would never wait for any other letters as 
she had waited for those, never treasure any 
others up with such tender-like care. How 
well she knew the strong, firm, writing, so like 
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the hand that traced it, the hand that was to 
have been her stay and support all through life. 
She read them ore? one byonev — those brave, 
honest, innocent letters, that she had once been 
so proud to read; that even now were full of 
such pleasant memories, — then folded and laid 
them by with that reverence which we love 
to give to those who have passed away far be- 
yond the reach of anything else we can do for 
them. After that, — for to-night, Maud would 
call back the whole of that past time, and speak 
with it heart to heart, — she took out Stephen's 
rose, the June rose he had reached down for 
her to look at that morning he went away ; with 
its little crimson streak of hope, never to 
widen any more, never to be anything else but 
a streak, a faint, unfinished, broken promise of 
beauty. 

And was this indeed all? Was this pitiful 
little bud, with its young petals fast bound up, 
and shrivelling away before even they had seen 
the sun, to be indeed the type of her own life ? 
While others went forth to new homes, and smiled 
upon new Mends, and gathered to themselves 
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new hopes and interests, was her life to be 
nothing but a memory? Was all that great, 
wide future, that she had looked out into only a 
a year ago to-night, so very bright and glowing 
in the promise it gave her, to wither up like this 
poor little dead rose-bud, colourless, senseless, 
shapeless, with no beauty that any one should 
desire it ? God forgive her, that, as she thought 
of it, the whole bitterness came back upon her ; 
and, as in that first waking up to the great grief 
of her life, she said, (t It is too hard for me," 

Ah, we cling so to happiness ! We long so 
earnestly after it; we cry out like spoiled children 
for the beautiful flowers which a wiser hand than 
ours has gathered and laid away out of our sight. 
We look so very bitterly, and alas ! often so very 
murmuringly, upon the empty place of our dead 
hope, and bewail ourselves as though some 
strange thing had happened to us ; while all the 
time that dead hope or dead friend is looking 
down upon us from heaven, trying to beguile us 
from its empty grave here, and train our eyes 
upward to a new resting-place. We are so slow 
to learn that all grief is but for a little while,. 
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and does but set our feet upon a surer track for 
Heaven. 

For after all, Maud was no philosopher. She 
had not learned yet, as some master-spirits have, 
to say to all manner of human happiness, "I 
have no need of thee." She was but a simple, 
unlearned girl, a child almost in her knowledge 
of trouble, until this first great grief had come, 
and with its rough but wholesome touch opened 
the eyes of her soul to know how wide and 
serious, and ofttimes painful a thing is this life of 
ours. And even yet, that vision was not quite 
clear. It takes us long to accustom our eyes to 
a new light ; we must be content at first to see 
men as trees walking, to have only a vague in- 
distinct consciousness of the new world wherein 
the sight-giving touch of grief has placed us. 
By and by it will become more clear ; then we 
shall tread with steadier step, and learn to be 
thankful for the " open vision," though it be not 
always of things joyful. 

But Maud had the one thing needful, which 
many a master-spirit lacks. She knelt and 
prayed. 

VOL. III. o 
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The moments rolled on ; the old year hastened 
to ite close. 

Gaily from the ducal galleries of Mossingay, 
and from the silken curtained drawing-rooms of 
Sir Everard Albyn's stately home, Hie tides of 
music floated. Still from the latticed windows 
of the village inn the warm light danced out 
through the clustering ivy leaves, and lay upon 
the quiet street, while quick, pattering footsteps 
were heard within, and gay ringing laughter as 
the jest went round. The old yew-tree swayed 
its long arms drearily to and fro upon the grave 
by the west window; the wind came sighing up 
the orchard boughs and whistling through the 
old beech tree's leafless branches. Sadly, slowly, 
solemnly, the church bells gave their farewell to 
the dying year, and then paused for silence until 
it was gone. And still Maud knelt and prayed. 
Prayed there in that same room, where, twelve 
months ago, she only dreamed. Shall we mourn 
over anything which turns our dreams to prayers ? 
Ere she arose, a feeling of infinite rest had 
dawned upon her ; a strange, new consciousness 
of life ; a hope which overpassed all bounds of 
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sense, and anchored firmly and for ever on that 
coming time when the former things should have 
passed away, and joy, fulness of joy, be hers. In 
those still moments of prayer, the bitterness of 
death had passed for ever. After that, Maud's 
sorrow was a conquered sorrow. The dawn of 
the new year brought with it for her a very sweet 
and lasting peace, such a peace as is given only 
for the price of tears. Looking her grief face to 
face, as indeed she must always do to the end 
of time — for there could be no forgetfulness of 
that — it began to wear a new and quiet expres- 
sion, awing her no more, nor filling her with 
terror as once it had done, but walking side by 
side with her, quietly and gently, wearing no 
front of gloom, only a grave, sweet stateliness. 

There is a sort of crisis in the indulgence of 
any grief, beyond which, if we go, it gets the 
mastery over us, and claims for itself, all 
through the rest of our life, the tribute of an in- 
cessant and bitter remembrance. Maud had 
mercifully been stayed short of this. She had 
learned, before a morbid brooding over her grief 
became habitual, to look above and beyond it; 

o 2 
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to take life as it was given to her, no longer glad 
or golden ; and love it, not as for her own good 
entirely, but for others. Ah! how many there 
are who do lire such a life — men and women 
of whom the world is not worthy; who, having 
slowly and painfully watched the putting away 
from them of all that we call happiness, do yet 
go out among their fellows full of sympathy and 
loving-kindness, with tender words for those who 
suffer, and with answering, smiles for those to 
whom the sunshine of hope is yet unclouded. 
Henceforth Maud Harcourt was to be one of 
these. 

Truly it had been a hard lesson to learn, this 
divine self-abnegation, — most lessons are so that 
teach us more of life and more of our own hearts. 
Perhaps very often, whilst we are comforting our- 
selves in our little passing sorrows by the sym- 
pathy of those we love, we forget to think how 
hardly they have acquired that gentle art; how 
very rude and rugged the steps may have been 
which led them up to those calm heights from 
which they now reach down a helping hand to us 
on the lower beaten track of common life. We 
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patched them toiling up the steep ascent, and 
saw the scars they bore, with a " poor thing " sort 
of pity, easily expressed and soon forgotten ; and, 
now that they have reached the mountain top, 
where the scars are healed and the weary feet at 
rest, we take the flowers they let fall upon us, 
and comfort ourselves with their pleasant fra- 
grance, never thinking how they learned to gather 
them. Ah ! we are very selfish ! Well is it for 
these shining ones who walk above us, perfect 
through suffering, that they have learned to live, 
not for our gratitude, but for our weal ! 

It was because this lesson had only just been 
learned, and the strain of it still tightening upon 
her, that Maud, sitting there in the creeping, 
glinting fire-twilight, felt a sort of loneliness come 
over her. Look at it as she might, life could 
never again be to her what it used to be, and 
she could not, without a little wrench, say good- 
bye to what had once been a great hope and 
gladness to her. She could no longer tread with 
just so light a step the beaten path of daily cares 
and duties, or sustain with just so steady a voice 

o 3 
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that melody of pleasant tempera and gentle words 

which those around her had listened to so long. 

True she might have other joys, but never one 

like tikis that was past. She might find other 

new friendships, for kind hearts never live alone ; 

but none again which should be so close, so firm, 

so sweet as this. She could never listen again to 

any voice like his ; she could never lean on any 

other earthly stay as she had done upon Stephen 

Boden. Complete though it might be for heaven 

and heavenly thoughts, and filled to overflowing 

with the kindliest benevolence and the minutest 

sympathy for others, yet, as regarded that one 

bygone hope, her life must ever, in a certain sense, 

be imperfect, lacking the bright glow, the golden 

hues of joy and fresh upbringing happiness which 

that year had taken from her for ever. 

It was as when some unseen hand snatches 

away from a painter's pallet its brightest, most 

vivid colours; and when he seeks to story out 

some memory of a gorgeous sunset, or crimsoning 

morning sky, or purpling landscape, he finds 

none but sombre tints — beautiful it may be still, 

and rich and lasting, but not such as will mate 
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the glories of a cloudland scene, or image forth 
the glowing pictures of fancy. Henceforth he 
must be content with quiet skies, the cool grey 
tones of twilight, the broad shadows of evening, 
in place of those other pictures he had learned to 
love so well. So for Maud, the flush of morning 
was past, and the glow of noon-day. Evening, 
the" time for thought and memory, had drawn on. 
She might be always peaceful now, thank God ! 
but never joyous, never mirthful again, until life, 
purged of all painful thoughts, and receiving 
back, in its heavenly completeness, the hope that 
had been taken for a season, should be one 
bright, blissful, eternal now. 

And so Maud's new year came in. Not so 
lightly as the last had done, but with enough of 
promise yet, lying where no time nor chance 
could belie it any more, to make her go patiently 
along in whatever track of duty it might mark 
out for her; not wearying for the past, nor 
looking aimlessly forth into the half-lighted 
future, but just taking each day from Grod, with 
so much of rest in it as He chose to give, and so 
much of the peace which was to stand to her in 

o 4 
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the place of joy. Her life henceforth was to be, 
though very much changed indeed, not wasted, 
or aimless, or withered. God forbid that any 
life which He has given us to be used for Him, 
well and wisely, should ever be so marred by 
sorrow of His own sending! Not wasted and 
aimless, then, but cast into a new mould, informed 
with fresh intelligence, and instinct with fresh 
energy. Changed, but not destroyed. 

And as she thought upon all these things, 
there came, like a pleasant little stream tracking 
its silver way along some mist-laden valley or 
rocky mountain bed, those last spoken words of 
Stephen Boden : — 

€€ It is only a little while, Maud." 
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CHAPTER XII. 

ffiverton, October 10th. — This is our wedding-day, 
Philip's and mine ; we have been married three 
years, — long enough for the romance to have 
gone away, if ever there was any. But I am 
happier now, a great deal happier, than I was 
that October fortnight at Scarbro 9 . I think the 
years as they pass on draw us closer and closer 
together, and we learn to understand each other 
better. It was not easy at first for me, wild and 
untamed as I used to be, to give in, in everything 
as I can do now — to bear quietly that tone and 
gesture of command which Philip so often uncon- 
sciously uses, and which people who don't know 
him think rather harsh and dictatorial. I 
thought it so once, Philip. I remember yet that 
long black day, the first winter I came here, when 
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I would not acknowledge myself to be wrong in 
that affair of old nurse Margot ; and how, by my 
foolishly standing out about it, there had near 
been laid between us the foundation stone of 
discord. I know you better now, Philip. I have 
learned to honour that firmness, that impatience 
of injustice, that brave, outspoken truthfulness of 
yours that I liked so well, one long ago morning 
on the rocks of Scarbro'; but which I rebelled 
against when it came too near my own likes and 
dislikes. I am finding now how much pleasanter 
it is to be led than to lead, and I joy daily in 
that rock-like constancy of yours which it is such 
a rest to lean upon. 

How quietly we spend our time here, Philip 
and I. Those little words hare such a music in 
than, I could say them again and yet again. He 
is in his study all the morning, writing out his 
sermons, and correcting the proof sheets of that 
book of his which is going through the press 
just now. Sometimes he brings in one for me 
to look over, as I sit here with my sewing, and 
I am so proud to do it for him — far prouder 
than if they were my own ; if not, I go and see 
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my old women in the village, or visit the schools; 
two things which Mabel Harcourt used to detest, 
but which Mrs. Philip Lowe finds considerable 
satisfaction in. Then in the afternoon my hus- 
band goes out to see his people, and I sit quietly 
with my reading, or write up my journal here. 
That is the dullest part of the day to me. After- 
wards, in the evening, comes our own hour toge- 
ther. Philip is as jealous as ever of that time ; 
whatever work I have is put away for him then, 
and we talk over the past, and sometimes dip 
into the future. 

We have known sorrow too. There are some 
things even in this happy home of ours which 
are sanctified by death. There is a little grave 
in the churchyard that I can see from my win- 
dow. We have an empty cradle, a drawer full 
of playthings, never used now, but often wet 
with tears. We have some tiny shoes that 
she used to wear; a little brown hat and 
pink pinafore, that I have watched so often 
glancing about on the lawn, but will never 
be worn any more. A picture-book tooi, with 
the marks of her busy fingers on its pages. These 
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things are very precious to Philip and me now. 
Often in our eventide stillness we speak of our 
little Maud — all that she was, all that she might 
have been ; until, when we grow sad, we comfort 
ourselves by remembering what she is, and are 
content, nay, even thankful, to think 

11 That He whose love exeeedeth ours 
Hath taken home His child." 

It is not always that we can feel like this, though* 
Sometimes it is a very painful memory; once it 
was a very bitter memory. Even yet, when 
Philip is away, I weary for her very much. I 
cry out for my darling again. 

But I was thinking about her once, and opened 
my desk to look for a picture that she used to 

be very fond of. I found, lying close beside it, 
a white-veined ivy leaf. Then I thanked God 
that my only one, my child Maud, had been 
quietly anchored yonder, before any of these 
things came to her. 

Poor Mrs. Tresilis! I have been thinking 
over again that Scarbro' time — all of it that 
belonged to her. I often think of her now, and 
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wish I could pray for her. Ah ! I should have 
done that long ago! I picture to myself the 
slow dying out of hope from her life ; the quick 
over-mastering tide of remembered love that 
would quench all other thought when he came 
back again ; and how, weary, perhaps, and rest- 
less, and despairing of any other quiet, she had 
wildly hurried herself away into that " great 
hereafter " of which she spoke. Dying alone, 
unwept for, that same hour that Philip and I 
were so happy. And then I read the letter over 
again that I had once sent to her, and resolved 
that another time I will work while it is called 
day. What was it that kept me too from drift- 
ing away to those dreary shores of unbelief, and 
wandering at last without one spark of faith or 
gladness into the dim shadowy future? There 
was something alike in our minds, I know there 
was ; what had I deserved more than her, then, 
that God should send me Philip to lead me on with 
a gentle hand away from all my doubts, whilst 
she lived and died with no one to tell her of any 
of these things ? Perhaps if I had spoken kindly 
to her about them But it is over; one 



206 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

can do lathing for her now, not even pray for 
her. 

I like to think of that long walk over the cliffis 
at night, when Philip came to meet lis, — of his 
finding me in that cave. I don't call it a lucky 
thing now, he has taught me better. Next, 
looking back over my little book, I come to that 
morning, a good while after, when the letter came 
to say Mr. Lowe was coming. I have that letter 
yet, Philip, in my desk, side by side with one of 
those Lingold autumn leaves, and a single palmy 
leaf of sea-weed — somewhat withered now — that 
I once gathered on the rocks with you. The first 
time I ever saw your handwriting, Philip. What 
a spot of sunshine that morning was ; what a spot 
of sunshine it is still, though I have known many 
brighter since ! I will not think about the black- 
ness that followed, the utter, despairing hope- 
lessness. Let me rather think of the love that 
led me through it all to find rest in Heaven, of 
the patience which gave me time to mend, of the 
wisdom that taught me humility, and gave me 
the heart of a little child ; such a heart as you 
have, Philip, though you are so noble and so 
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firm; for all the experience which taught me 
that— 

" Knowledge by suffering eateretb, 
And life is perfected by death." 

• Maud has been to stay with us since I came 
here. She is very much altered, very much 
indeed. I don't call her my « little sister, Maud!, 5 * 
now. There is something so very grand and pure 
about her, reminding me always of that picture 
of Dante and Beatrice that I was copying once 
when Stephen Boden and she sat together in the 
window. She does not look what I should call 
happy* tart so thoroughly at rest There is such 
utter peace upon her face, that fair little face 
that once used to be so full of glinting hope and 
sunshine. Maud's future will be very beautiful 
stilly for heaven and for earth, I know it will. 

And I have been once, only once, to Braeton 
since I was married. 

Philip exchanged duties with the rector, and 
we went for a month. 

The dear old place is just the same as it used 
to be ; just as full of gossip and innocent, petty 
scandal. I had been married two years before 
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ever I saw it again at alL How strange it was to 
drive through Marbrook streets, and see old 
names up over the shopsjl Little Mr. Sharrup, 
the grocer, was standing behind his plums and 
sugar bags as usual, and Miss Julia looking out 
of the drawing-room window. Miss Tim's house, 
on the Braeton road, had just the same subdued 
propriety about it, with its drab curtains and dust- 
coloured blinds, and the ugly little black knocker 
on the brown door ; and Miss Tim, herself, in a 
stone-coloured dress and grey ribbons, was sitting 
in the bow window, reading the newspaper. And 

* 

then to Braeton Lodge, along the well-remembered 
road, with its overhanging sycamores; and past 
the orchard and the old beech tree that seemed to 
smile a welcome to us from every one of its bright 
green leaves. Dear old Braeton! I used to 
despise it very much in my proud days, but it is 
a bonnie little spot, and with as much worth 
in it, after all, as' one finds in most places on this 
earth. 

The village, too, is very little changed. Lizzy 
Machin is dead, and Martha Brant has taken her 
cottage close by the church. Poor Martha ! we 
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had a long talk about "the dear Master, bless 
him, that got took ;" she has never given over 
wearing mourning for him, and speaks of him yet 
with a softened, reverent tenderness, which tells 
how deeply the strong manliness of him had 
wound itself round that rough heart of hers. Polly 
Bent and Milly Dakin were as flourishing as ever. 
Polly made me such a series of curtsies when I 
went into her cottage, that I began to fear she 
would never regain her balance ; and Matthew sat 
huddled up in the chimney corner, repeating the 
oscillatory movement, on a smaller and perhaps 
involuntary scale, with his head. She keeps the 
same vigilant look-out over him yet, and protects 
him with a vigorous perseverance that is very 
amusing. 

Miss Grabbatis continues to live in the Tudor 
Cottage, on the Marbrook road, with a patch of 
turnips behind, and a bay window with " coloury" 
curtains in front. She is just the same as ever; 
wears a brown alpaca dress, and green umbrella, 
and Dunstable bonnet with a long bow hanging 
down behind* And she just moves about in the 
same quick, nimble way, as if she were hung* 

vol. in, p 
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on invisible springs, and talks in her easy, comical, 
racy style of things in a general way. She has 
struck into a new track, however, in one direc- 
tion, and is writing a book — On the Manage- 
ment of Children. She is to send me a copy 
when it gets published. She still continues to give 
lessons to her little maid on " practical objects " 
at night, when the work is done and the beds 
are turned down* 

I spent two or three long afternoons with Miss 
Nunly in the old-fashioned house in the Abbey 
Close at Marbrook, She is very much changed, 
very much, since I saw her last. Her face has 
lost that restless, anxious expression which I 
often used to see upon it, and she looks quiet; but 
it is a hopeless sort of quietness, as of one who 
never expects to look upon anything bright again. 
And there is a monotone of pain in her voice, 
which it makes one sad to hear. What has been 
her history ? Oh ! how often I have wondered ! 
Has she had some great grief like Maud, and not 
like Maud found the balm for it? or is it some- 
thing which has long ago poisoned her life ; some 
sting which nothing can extract, and for which 
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she cannot even have sympathy ? Perhaps there 
was heart-truth for lier in the words which I re- 
member her saying to me one day when we were 
speaking of Maud, soon after Stephen Roden died : 

" My dear, we should never call any grief too 
hard for us which God sends, and in which there 
is no sting of self-reproach. It is the sorrow 
which must be borne in silence and alone, that 
crushes us." 

Poor Miss Nunly, may her future be brighter 
than her past has been ! May a time soon come 
for her when all memory of sadness shall be 
sweetened and chastened by present rest and sure 
dawn of hope ! I grieve to think of her, living 
on alone, all alone, in that old house in the 
Abbey Close; listening day after day to the 
melancholy cawing of the rooks, watching the 
black elm-tree branches beat against the window, 
and the Mar roll on its dreary chant past the 
garden; and thinking of a life more deeply 
shadowed, perhaps, than either Maud or I will 
ever look back upon. 

I could fancy sometimes that Maud does not 
look quite so strong as she used to do. She 

p 2 
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lives too earnestly, if it is possible for any one 
to do that. Every one in the village seems to 
come to her for advice and sympathy ; her mind 
is never at rest from other people's sorrow. 
Milly Dakin told me, when I went to see her, 
that she had been half crazed with that wild son 
of hers ; he used to be getting into all sorts of 
mischief, and threatened to enlist for a soldier 
until she got Miss Maud to take him in hand, 
and since then he has been as gentle as a lamb. 
And if any of the women get into trouble with 
their husbands or children, they always come to 
Maud to make peace. She still keeps up her 
class on a Wednesday evening, though some of 
the girls that used to come when I took it for 
her are grown up and married. Poor Mary 
Dale, the girl who looked so melancholy after 
the soldiers came and wheedled John away, has 
gone to be housemaid with Mamma, instead of 
Joan, who is married into Marbrook. She is 
very quiet and steady, and always comes into the 
dining-room with a low curtsy after there have 
been letters from Uncle Martin in India, to 
know if there is going to be any fighting. So 
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it seems the carpenter's boy has got drafted 
over there, and taken poor Mary's heart with 
him. I hope he will come back some of these 
days and make it all right. 

I was saying Maud did not seem quite well. 
There was a very weary look on her face when 
she came home from church one Sunday night, 
just such a look as there used to be on Aunt 
Miriam's before she began to be ill. When 
we were at home together, too, I remember she 
used to take long walks, and spend whole 
mornings in the lanes and woods about Braeton ; 
but last time I was there she seldom stayed out 
more than half an hour, and seemed to be tired 
even with that. I must have her come and 
stay here next spring ; our bracing northern air 
will revive her, and I am sure this is a heal- 
thier place than Braeton. Maud must not 
leave us. 

Who are we, though, that say "must" or 
"must not" to anything that God holds in His 
keeping? But so many would miss Maud if she 
were to go away. She is so bound up in the 
hearts of the Braeton people, there is none to 

p s 
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fill her place. I think He will not let her 
die. 

Philip was telling me of a sister of his, 
Agnes, who died a long time ago. He has often 
spoken of her, but never so much as he did 
then. She just faded out as gradually and 
silently, dropping first one and then another of 
her duties, yet still going about the house and 
suffering no pain ; until quite suddenly her 
strength gave way, and after only a few hours 
of manifest illness she died. Just like this white 
camellia of mine, whose flowers never fade or 
shrivel upon the stem, but blossom cm pure and 
beautiful, until quickly and quietly they fall off, 
and I find them morning by morning lying on 
the ground. 

I was silent after he told me; thinking of 
Maud — sorry that I should be thinking of her in 
that way, yet I could not help it. Philip's 
thoughts went in the same direction, too, for 
after we had been sitting still a little while, he 
began to speak of her, and it startled me sow 
But I think Maud will not die just yet. 

When we were at home, — I call it home still, 
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though I have been away from it three years, — we 
often went to Lingold wood. Where should we 
go but to that spot, to which so many of my 
happiest, yet most solemn memories belong? 
How very sweet it looked in its summer beauty — 
sweeter to me because my eye has now become 
accustomed to this bleaker, more impressive 
mountain scenery of the north. Philip and I went 
one Sunday afternoon, and stood on the bridge, 
the wooden bridge over the lake, just where the 
little Mar brook runs into it. What a little 
while, what a very little while it seemed since 
we two had stood there that other Sunday after- 
noon, when the autumn leaves came flickering 
down and floating past us, and golden sunlight 
slanted in through the thinning branches, and 
the soft haze of the fading year lay upon all 
around ! And you told me so much that after- 
noon, Philip, and we seemed to draw so near 
each other ; little thinking how soon that wilful- 
ness of mine should strike us apart, and keep us 
so for long. Yet we did care for each other, 
Philip, all through that long, dreary winter time. 

p 4 
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I know it, for you have told me so since, and I 
am very proud to know it. 

And so, Philip, leaning upon the little 
wooden bridge, and listening to the birds 
singing oyer our heads, and the wind swaying 
softly up through the long, green, chequered 
glades of the wood; and watching the golden 
sheen of sunlight upon the lake, and the gentle 
rippling wave of grass and fern — you and I spoke 
of all these things, through that long, bright 
Sunday afternoon ; not forgetting to thank God 
for them; and trusting, too, that all coming 
months and years, falling one by one into the 
treasure-house of memory, might take there a 
story sweet and precious as these had done; one 
that we might always read in peace, knowing 
that God had written it for us. 

And now another autumn has come, and I am 
home again — my own home, Philip's and mine, 
at this quiet village rectory of Elverton. It is 
early evening, and I am waiting for him coming 
back from that poor sick woman at the upper 
moor farm; then we shall have our own hour 
together. 
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What a pleasant home I have ! — everything so 
winsome to look upon. The old ivied church, 
throwing the shadow of its tower quite across 
our lawn; the ever trickling sound of the mill 
stream just beyond the bridge; the purple 
sunlight cresting those grand hills in the dis- 
tance; the soft, grey-like tints of coming twi- 
light lying upon the eastern woods and meadows, 
— I always hoped I should live where there were 
plenty of woods, for shadow, and thought, and 
quietness. Then those long undulating black 
and olive-brown reaches of moorland, just like 
ours at Braeton, making by contrast the cloud- 
land distance look still more tender and trans- 
parent. And close, at hand the busy little tide 
of village life; these strong-handed, loving- 
hearted labourers, that are always so kind to us ; 
the pleasant feeling of trust and confidence that 
lies upon us all ; the daily round of cares and 
duties that I find among these cottages — all 
within and all without — is healthful, and fresh, 
and free. 

And now, thinking of these things, — of my 
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home, and my Philip, and my future, and all 
that God has given me ; — of the past too, those 
long, dreary first years of pride and selfishness, 
with the bitter tears they brought; — of the alter- 
nate shade and sunlight that has crossed my path ; 

— of the dear face that watches me day by day; 

— of the firm, kind will that ever holds mine 
steady and even ; — of our little child Maud, the 
memories that belong to her, and the hopes that 
go after her even yet;— of the great quietness 
which has settled down upon my heart, once so 
restless and wayward: thinking of all these 
things, what can I say, what can I do, but take 
for my own Life-Psalm that beautiful poem 
which Philip brought me last night out of his 
study, and which seemed to both of us so worthy 
and true as we read it together? 

" The west winds How, and, singing low, 
For me the glad streams run ; 
The windows of my soul I throw 
Wide open to the sun. 

" No longer forward or behind, 
I look in doubt or fear ; 
But thankful take the good I find, 
The best of now and here. 
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" I break my pilgrim staff— I lay 
Aside the toiling oar ; 
The angel sought so far away, 
I welcome at my door. 

" All as God wills, who wisely heeds 
To give or to withhold, 
And knoweth more of all my needs 
Than all my prayers have told. 

• 

" Enough that blessings undeserved 
Have mark'd my erring track ; 
That wheresoe'er my footsteps swerved, 
Thy chastening held me back. 

" That more and more a Providence 
Of love is understood, 
Making the springs of time and sense 
Sweet with eternal good. 

"That care and trial seem at last, 
In memory's sunset air, 
Like mountain ranges overpast, 
In purple distance fair. 

" And so the shadows mil apart, 
And so the west winds play ; 
And all the windows of my heart 
I open to the day." 

We -will read it again, Philip, to-night. 



220 ALL FOB THE BEST. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Yes, it was true as Mabel had said, Maud 
was not to die "just yet" He who had taken 
from her the one great hope of her life, gave 
her other work to do, that love, turned back from 
its first channel, and having no more any single 
track to go along, might flow out, rich and 
bright and cheering for all who needed it. 

Little by little, sometimes by hard striving, 
sometimes with many tears, she came at last to 
learn the blessed, heaven-taught lesson, that there 
is no grief which does not turn towards us sooner 
or later the countenance and aspect of a friend, 
and stretch out to us hands laden with most 
sweet and precious gifts : so that we may think 
of it, not as a shadow upon our own life-track, 
but as a solemn companion walking by our side, 
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speaking to us from time to time, as we are able 
to bear them, those great truths which in our 
gay unthinking youth had been hidden from us ; 
and gradually, as the journey lengthens to a close, 
showing us more of its hidden beauty ; dropping 
off one by one its weeds of mourning that had 
covered the white and shining garments; until 
at last, in that glorious coming time when all 
need of earthly teaching is over, and the guerdon 
of rest won, our eyes are opened to see it as 
indeed it is — the messenger of (rod, the angel of 
discipline sent to guide us in the way. 

There are many to whom this angel comes, 
who shrink fearingly from it, and will not listen 
to any words it might speak; who, when the 
first thrill of its awful presence has passed away, 
banish it from their sight, placing between it and 
them the mask of gaiety and worldly care, that 
they may look upon its face no more. They do 
not know how much they lose, nor how very 
gentle, by and by, it would have been to them, 
when they had learned to know it. They say of 
this angel whom God sends, " We will not have 
him to rule over us ;" and straightway he departs, 
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having wrung from them his awfdl tribute, and 
leaving behind only a stinging memory of its 
Ion. And then they cry out aloud for the friend 
be has taken, for the hope he has robbed them 
at, forgetful that the angel of sorrow never comes 
without healing in his wings for those who wait 
patiently for it. 

There was plenty of work for Maud to do in 
Braeton; work that filled her heart with peace, 
and made the dark places bright, as all true 
work will do which God gives us to be performed 
for Him* Home duties that Mabel had left be- 
hind for her to take up ; tender little cares for 
others 9 comfort ; those innocent devices of house- 
hold kindness which sprinkle the beaten path of 
daily life as with soft grass and pleasant-coloured 
flowers — very trifling, it may be, as some would 
look at them, but sacred when received as part 
of that continual ministry given to each of us; 
wherein nothing is noble, nothing ignoble, save 
as our using makes it so. Work in the village, 
where the tide of week-day cares went ebbing 
and flowing on ; where there were many human 
hearts to suffer, and many toils to lighten, and 
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many wearied hands to help — none so ready for 
them all as Maud ; — where there were many joys 
to be told, many hopes rising and falling, many 
anxieties fretting their little round — and none so 
wise to counsel as Maud* Work in her own 
heart, to trim the lamp of love and keep it shin- 
ing out always bright over the home circle, that 
none of those who looked to her for rest and 
comfort should ever have them marred by any 
hasty word or fretful tone; and that no inner 
weariness of hers might chafe the gentleness of 
the outer life. Work, to gather strength and 
sweetness from the heavenly messenger walking 
by her side, so that others might take knowledge 
of her that she had been with Him. Work, to 
guard very purely the remembrance of Stephen 
Boden, that, when the meeting time came at last, 
he should know her for the same, — holier and 
more womanly for her grief, it is true, but still 
his, his only, his for ever. For she had promised 
him this long ago. 

And so year by year the peacefulnes^ deepened 
on Maud's face, and her voice grew sweeter, and 
her heart more full of love, and her life of quiet 
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kindness; which kindness others learned to 
receive at last, never wondering at it, it came 
so naturally, even as the very breath of her 
being: they would have wondered only if she 
had offered them anything else. And they 
ceased to speak of her in the village as "Miss 
Maud/' and called her " our lady," blessing her 
as she passed them, and praying for her night 
by night. 

Oh, how beautiful life may be, even when its 
brightest colours are gone, and the freshness of 
its first spring faded! How beautiful, when 
the tripping melodies of early hope have been 
gathered up and lost in the grand, sweet chords 
of faith ; and patience rather than enjoyment has 
become the key-note of the harmony ! How very 
wide the outlook which dawns upon the soul 
when the level fields of youthful promise are 
left behind, and the rough path of suffering 
overpast, and our feet firmly fixed on the moun- 
tain-top, care and weariness melt away in the 
soft haze of distance, and we weep over them 
no more ! Fearing not for the future, nor mourn- 
ing for the past, there is nothing for us to do 
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but wait calmly, hopefully, until the angel comes 
to guide our feet within the golden gates of the 
eternal land. 

It was here Maud stood ; so waiting, so hoping. 
And as she looked out over the life-path left 
behind far away down in the valley, and as she 
tracked the rugged road which had led her to the 
mountain-top where storm and tempest come no 
more, and as there came down upon her ever 
and anon a waft of light and music from the land 
which was not very far off now, she smiled and 
said, " It is well ; it is very well." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

"So providential, Mrs. Harcourt, so very pro* 
videntiaL I'm a child of many mercies, I am 
indeed ; and I'm sure I could feel called upon to 
return public thanks in church, only I should feel 
afraid of exciting remark. And then to think, 
you know, that it should have happened so nicely, 
just when I had been making myself four new 
flannel petticoats and a set of winter stockings, 
to say nothing of giving a finishing eye to my 
wardrobe in a general way, and making myself 
ready for anything that might happen ; and just 
when I had been thinking that I really should be 
obliged to leave that cottage of mine on account 
of the blackbeetles — they give me such a turn 
if I have to go down into the cellar after dark. 
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But it's providential, Mrs* Harcourt, it ifl i 
and that's all I can say about it." 

And Miss Gabbatis fluttered down into a seat 
by the window, and began to give a few little 
beautifying touches to her outer woman. For she 
had evidently come from home in a state of 
inward perturbation which had caused the point 
of her shawl to be at least a quarter of a yard out 
of the perpendicular, and the brown bow on the 
summit of her bonnet to twist round with a some- 
what one-sided effect, to say nothing of sundry 
little irregularities in the minor department*; 
and there was a vivacious springiness in all her 
motions, and a bustling activity on the part of her 
little grey curls dancing about inside her bonnet 
cap, which proved beyond the shadow of a doubt 
that Miss Gabbatis had " something on her 
mind." 

" And then," she continued, " such a blessing 
for the dear children, you know, especially at this 
season of the year, to have an experienced indi- 
vidual to look after them, and give an eye to 
their little coughs and colds — it really is so 
providential. But, if you'll excuse me mentioning 

Q2 
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it, Mrs. Harcourt, you don't strike me as being 
quite suitably affected ; and I'm sure Fve come 
as fast as my legs would carry me all the way 
from my cottage this morning, as soon as ever I'd 
seen the dinner on a safe track, that I might be 
the first to tell you, the very first, you know, 
because I always say there's no one so pleased as 
Mrs. Harcourt, in a general way, to rejoice with 
those that do rejoice." 

" When I know what I'm to rejoice about," said 
Mrs. Harcourt, leaning back in her chair, with a 
quiet smile. 

" Deary me, now ! well, to be sure, how stupid ! 
But really I have such a way of forgetting my 
antecedents. It was just the same when I began 
writing my book on the management of children ; 
and, by the bye, I'm afraid I shant't get it finished 
in time for the publishing season now. I dropped 
-straight down into the middle of the end chapter, 
-and worked backwards way until I got half- 
way through. I mean, you know, my dear 
friend, that a change has taken place ; or rather 
my maiden freedom is on the point of capitulat- 
ing in favour of — or at least, you understand, an 
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opportunity has been afforded — but the fact is, 
Mrs. Harcourt, I am going to be married." 

" Miss Gabbatis I " 

" Yes, I really am," and Miss Gabbatis reached 
over her shoulder in pursuit of her bonnet strings 
which had gone in that direction, and tucked 
them inside her shawl. "Things do turn out 
so very remarkably, as I said before, and there's 
no such thing as saying what's going to be 
laid out for you. Tm sure goodness and mercy 
have followed me all the days of my life: and 
I'm going to live in the prettiest little house 
you can imagine, with two sitting-rooms to the 
front and a kitchen back, with such a delight- 
ful oven and boiler, and four sleeping-rooms 
above, besides out-places, and a small piece of 
ground where I can cultivate a few turnips on 
my own account — you know I'm so fond of 
turnips. I do assure you, Mrs. Harcourt, I 
feel quite drawn out in thankfulness." 

Mrs. Harcourt's face brightened, as it always 
did for any happiness that came to others. 
Miss Gabbatis accepted the smile in place of 
words, and continued, — 

Q3 
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"Yea, I was sore you would receive my 
prospeete with open arms, or I shouldn't have 
felt called upon to mention them to you. It's 
a pleasant look-out, it really is, and such a 
delightful little family to go into." 
"Then the gentleman is a widower?" 
" Exactly so. I ought to have mentioned that 
before, but really I was in such a state of 
pleasing perturbation that I forgot to state the 
preliminary facts of the case. Yes, a widower. 
I have always turned my attention to a widower 
as being the most likely opening after I entered 
on my fifty-fifth year. And then, you know, my 
dear Mrs. Harcourt — for Fve turned it over in 
my own mind a good deal of late — a man that's 
been married once knows what to expect, and 
can make allowances for little shortcomings in 
his shirt buttons and cookery; whereas a man 
who enters the matrimonial state for the first 
time in his life thinks he's going right aijay 
into Paradise without any more to do, and you're 
always on the fidget to keep him from finding 
out his mistake, and yet you know he must 
find it out some time or other. Now, you see, 
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a widower hae got over all that sort of thing, 
and really knows what to expect* and doesn't 
look out for Paradise when be goes to house- 
keeping a second time ; and makes up his mind 
to a few little hitches and deficiencies in do- 
mestic arrangements now and then* So that, on 
the whole, lbs. Haroourt, I think I've done 
the right thing in the right place by taking 
poor Mr* Smithson and his family under my 



"Ah! Mr* Smithson, that gentleman who 
came to Braeton nearly four years .since. Don't 
yon remember, Miss Gabbatis, telling us he was 
likely to come, one evening a long time ago ? " 

" That night, you mean, won after Miss 
Mabel — dear me, how stupid 1 I mean Mrs. 
Lowe — came home from Scarbro'. To think 
that she should have been married this three 
years, and I haven't learned to give her her 
proper title yet I And we were talking, if you 
remember, about the overplus of female popu- 
lation in Braeton, a very serious subject too ; 
but things do turn out so remarkably. I'm 
sure I shall never be surprised at anything 

Q 4 
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again as long as I live. To think, you know, 
that any one should take the trouble to come 
and pick me out, after Fd lain so long at the 
bottom of the basket that all the bloom had 
got rubbed off me in a manner, and nobody 
would have supposed there'd been a bit of taste 
left in me worth speaking of I — it's providential, 
it really is. But then, Mrs. Harcourt, I always 
said the fruit that had lain longest in the basket — 
the old residents, you understand — should have 
the first chance, especially with a widower ; don't 
you think so, now?" 

Mrs. Harcourt did think so, and expressed 
an opinion to that effect; whereupon Miss Gab- 
batis felt drawn out to offer a little more cir- 
cumstantial information as to the origin and 
progress of the change in her prospects. 

"You see, Mrs. Harcourt, having as I said 
lain so long at the bottom of the basket, I 
had quite made up my mind to stay there 
altogether; and lately, when anybody came my 
way who was likely to be wanting a little fruit — 
in a figurative sense, you know — I haven't 
thought it worth while to come forward and 
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see if there was any chance of getting off; 
because, you see, my dear Mrs. Harcourt, the 
Braeton basket is so heaped up with fruit, it 
really is, and the apples at the top have such 
nice rosy cheeks and look so round and plump, 
that really when any Adams go past they just 
pick one off that comes handy, and never trouble 
themselves to see if there are any lying under- 
neath that they might get cheap. And, in fact, 
with being there so long, and getting accustomed 
to the situation, I began to think the bottom 
of the basket was a very comfortable place, and 
I didn't care much whether I ever was asked 
to leave it or not*" 

" That is a very convenient frame of mind to 
cultivate, especially in Braeton, where there is so 
much fruit to sell and so few people to buy. But 
I dare say, Miss Gabbatis, it was just because you 
had made up your mind to your position that you 
were invited to change it." 

" Very likely ; things go so much by contraries 
now-a-days, and when people make up their 
minds to anything, it's a pretty sure sign they'll 
have to take them to pieces again before long. 
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At least that's been my experience. But to 
return to the subject. You know I've always 
made it a point, a very aharp point, never to offer 
anything more tiian civility to Mr. Smithson since 
he came, on account of his being a widower, and 
me an unmarried female wit* a position to sus- 
tain ; although I'm sure, to tell the truth, I often 
felt very much drawn out to run across and have 
a little chat with him of an evening; because you 
see we have lived so handy, and really, poor 
man, he looked so lonely sitting there in the 
bow-window, and had such a ahking-in at his 
chest, with just nothing else but getting no 
exercise in the way of talking. I always say, 
Mrs. Harcourt, a hide bit of chat is the finest 
thing in the world for anybody that's delicate; 
it stretches the lungs nicely, you know. I don't 
think for my own part I should ever have been 
reared up to years of discretion if it hadn't been 
for having a conversational tendency-it kept my 
chert always supplied with fresh air; and I'm 
sure, if Mr. Smithson reaps no other benefit from 
his second marriage, it will be quite a con- 
sideration to have some one who will keep his 
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internal economy nicely aired by means of a bit 
of chat now and then." 

" That's a new view of the subject, and ought 
to be very conducive to second marriages ; but I 
want to know, Miss Gabbatis, how it came about?" 

" Of course, and that's just what I came to tell 
you. I said to myself, as soon as ever he was 
safely out of the house, ' Well, I must go and get 
a cup of tea with Mrs. Harcourt on the strength 
of this. 9 As I was telling you before, you know, 
there's never been anything but civility between 
xis on account of my position as an unmarried 
female, and I was so very much afraid of any 
reports getting about — as we live so near together, 
you see — that really I felt quite twittery when- 
ever I met Mr. Smithson, and I was turning it 
over in my own mind whether it wouldn't be 
better to give over sitting so much in that little 
parlour of mine, and live entirely to the back, to 
disarm suspicion, you know, if such a thing should 
happen to exist in the village. And I hdd just 
fixed to measure the width of my upstairs win- 
dows, and get some black gauze blinds made, 
because you see they're so very near to Mr. Smith- 
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son's, on the opposite side, and I couldn't slip 
upstairs on a sudden to tidy my front hair with- 
out running the risk of being overlooked; and 
that, you know, isn't a pleasant thing to meditate 
upon for an unmarried female in my position, is 
it now, Mrs. Harcourt?" 

"Not exactly, but we haven't come to the 
kernel of the matter yet" 

" We're not very far from it though, if you'll 
only let me come to it like a crab, sideways. You 
know I always was remarkable for little flying 
discussions when I'm telling anything, and I like 
to put things shipshape as I go along. Well, 
then, as I was going to say, I was reared up at my 
front bedroom window, measuring it for a black 
gauze blind, when I heard a knock at the door, 
and my maid brought me up a note from Mr. 
Smithson, requesting the favour of an interview 
at my earliest convenience, and saying that the 
bearer would wait for an answer. Well, you see, 
it wad rather inconvenient, for I happen to have 
been very much taken up with odds and ends 
this week. Last Tuesday, when the note came, 
was our fortnight's wash; then, of course, after 
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that came the mangling and ironing and folding, 
and putting away the things, so that really I'd no 
time for interviews ; and, besides, Fd got my best 
dress to pieces to be cleaned, and I'm sure I 
haven't another fit to receive a gentleman in. 
But, as an answer was wanted on the spot, I fixed 
Thursday — yesterday, you know — and then went 
on measuring for the gauze blind, intending to go 
to Marbrook next day to buy the stuff. 

€t Well, do you know, I felt this interview on 
my mind very much. I couldn't think whatever 
was to come of it, and Fd a presentiment that some- 
thing unpleasant was going to happen. You 
know servants are incautious sometimes, and it 
wasn't at all clear to me but what my maid had 
been opening out to Mr. Smithson's cook, as I've 
noticed of late that they always contrive to be 
scouring down the front steps together, and make 
a very long business of it, so much so, in fact, 
that I invariably have to ring the back parlour 
bell for Betsy before I can get her in again. 
And then I turned it over in my thoughts if ever 
Fd chanced to say anything in the course of 
conversation, which could have been nipped up. 
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and put about to make mischief, because, being, 
you know, of a chatty turn of disposition, I do 
slip out a good many remarks from time to time ; 
and really, when I was saying my prayers at 
night, it quite disturbed my thoughts; but I 
committed it to Providence, and then curled my 
hair as nicely as I could, ready for the inter- 
view." 

" On the principle of the union of church and 
state," said Mrs. Harcourt 

" Exactly so ; just what I say when I see the 
multiplication table on the back of the Assembly's 
Shorter Catechism. And a very good principle, 
too : capital thing for His country is church and 
state. Well, when I got up in the morning, I 
didn't take my hair out of paper as I generally 
do, because it threatened for dampness; and if 
you remember, Mrs. Harcourt* it did turn oat very 
damp yesterday, and nothing takes the curl out 
of hair so soon. So I left the papers in, and 
then told the maid to light a fire in the front 
parlour, and get the holland covers taken ott, and 
set the ornaments about, and make the room look 
as genteel as she could; for you know it was 
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my first interview with Mr. Smithson, and I 
felt [it necessary to rise to the dignity of the 
situation, and represent my position in a proper 
light. And I took my dear brother's portrait 
out of the cupboard, and hung it up in a good 
light* that he might see I had connections in the 
church. You know it has his autograph, Peter 
Gabbatis, underneath, so that everybody may see 
he belongs to my family. And then, as three 
o'clock drew on, I put on my second-best dress. 
It was so exceedingly unfortunate the other one 
with the green stripes was in pieces, for green 
suits my complexion so much better ; however, I 
made out the difference as well as I could by a 
nice collar and neck riband, and then took my 
netting and sat down in the front room to wait 
for him." 

t€ Feeling slightly perturbed ? " 

"Why, yes, Mrs. Harcourt; I can't say but 
what I was a little bit all-overish, and I felt my 
nose growing very red, as it always does when I 
get excited; but as Fd left the whole affair to 
Providence, I thought I couldn't do better than 
let it stay there, especially as I didn't know 
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what to make of it myself. Well, exactly as the 
clock struck three he came, and I rose to receive 
him with a pleasing consciousness of looking as 
well as circumstances would permit — though, of 
course, I couldn't help regretting the green, 
stripes, and I really would have given any- 
thing to have been able to have turned round 
and just given a look into the chimney-glass to 
see my general effect ; but you know that wouldn't 
have answered. Well, then, you know, I re- 
quested him to be seated, taking good care to 
keep him a proper distance from the window, 
because, you see, if Mjss Tim or Mrs. Sharrup 
had happened to have come past and seen such 
a thing as a widower sitting in my front par- 
lour, it would have been all over the village 
directly. And then I waited to hear what was 
coming, feeling sure, you know, it would be 
some piece of unpleasantness or other connected 
with the scouring of the front steps. Well, we 
began to talk about the weather. I told him 
what sort of a day it was, and he told me what 
sort of a night it had been; and then we both 
expressed our opinion that the dampness would 
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turn out rain. After that I couldn't think of 
anything else to say, though in a general way 
I'm so very chatty, and often wish that people 
could talk in short-hand, that they might get 
more into the time. And he didn't seem as if 
he could think of anything either, and really 
it was getting very awkward. Well, at long last, 
when I'd netted a whole row, and felt the colour 
settling into the end of my nose as fast as it 
could go ; he began to fidget about as if some- 
thing was coming, and hoped I would excuse 
his mentioning the subject so abruptly, but it 
had been on his mind for some time, and he 
had only been waiting for a suitable opportunity 
of expressing it. Of course I prepared myself 
for something unpleasant, and began to think 
what I could say." 

" And instead of that it turned out to be " 

" Exactly, my dear Mrs. Harcourt, that is just 
what it turned out to be ; the very thing, neither 
more nor less, but just that." 

" And you replied of course that you preferred 
remaining at the bottom of the basket, as you 
found the place such a very comfortable one ? " 

VOL. III. b 
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" Oh ! Mrs. Harcourt, you have such a way of 
putting things. You know circumstances alter 
cases, and nobody likes to stop at the bottom 
of the basket when there's a chance of getting 
out of it altogether. And so I let him remain 
in doubt a little while, and then yielded to the 
gentle pressure. Not but what I'd meant to say 
yea all along, after I found what he had 
come for ; but just you know it makes a thing 
seem more valuable when you don't get it all at 
woe. I'm sure I never wanted that tortoise-shell 
eat of mine half so much as when Sir Everard's 
housekeeper made such a fuss about keeping it 
for the servant's hall, and the same principle 
goes through life, you know." 

"And if we may venture to peep into the 
future, Miss Gabbatis, pray when is the great 
event to take place ? " 

" In two months, Mrs. Harcourt ; not a day 
later/ I always said I disliked long engage- 
ments. The thinner; the apple's pared the better ; 
and then you know it isn't convenient to have 
people coming and going about the house, and me 
an unprotected female too ; but deary me, yonder's 
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Miss Maud coming up the garden from her 
class, it must be nearly five o'clock ; going about, 
doing good she'* been — always going about doing 
good; I declare she makes me feel quite ashamed 
of myself. But you know, Mis. Harcourt, I 
always say some people are bom into the world 
angels ready made, and want nothing but a pair 
of wings to take them straight away into 
heaven. Always living in preparation, you see ; 
it's such a delightful state of mind. Miss Maud 
really has her affections so sweetly .staid upon 
heavenly things, it's quite a privilege to have 
anything to do with her, and as soon as I've 
got this wedding comfortably over, I mean to 
take pattern and cultivate the same sort of thing 
myself." 

"And really now, Mrs, Haroourt," and Miss 
Gabbatis leaned back in the rooking chair and 
looked down the sunlit autumn garden, where 
the crimson leaves were drifting to and fro, and 
the grey hare of early evening falling, "really 
when I come to think about all these tilings, 
how very providentially everything has been laid 

B 2 
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out for us, how nicely and quietly we are getting 
sent along in the right way — you and Mr. Har- 
court here so comfortable together, and such a 
pleasant home, and dear Miss Mabel up yonder 
so delightfully settled with a husband, and on such 
a safe track for heaven ; — and when I think about 
my own comforts too, a nice, cosy married life 
provided for me without any care or contrivance 
on my part, as I may say, so perfectly unlooked 
for, you know, and yet the very thing I had been 
wanting so long; — and when I see dear Miss 
Maud so calm and peaceful, in such a prepared 
state, as I may say, for a home up above, and so 
wonderfully sustained considering all that she's 
passed through — and poor dear Mr. fioden too, 
although he was taken so very suddenly, and 
gave us all such a terrible shock, yet you know 
so very safely landed, in sure and certain hope, 
as our dear clergyman says, of a joyful resurrec- 
tion-— when I think about all this, my dear Mrs. 
Harcourt, I am quite overcome, I am indeed, and 
I don't know what to say, I really don't; there 
don't seem to be any words turn up to express 
one's feelings." 
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Except these," said Maud, who had come 
quietly in, and was standing within the window 
in that autumn sunlight, " except these — 
« < He hath done all things well.' " 



B3 
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EPILOGUE. 

Yeaes have passed away. Maud and Miss Nunly 
are watching daylight out in the dining-room of 
Braeton Lodge. 

It is early in September. The first crimson 
streaks of autumn, and the green beauty of sum- 
mer time, meet and mingle on the Lingold Wood. 
One by one, few and far between, the yellow 
leaves fall into the lake and flutter away amid 
copse and fern to the little Mar brook. A soft, 
warm haze lies gently on the distant trees, and 
creeps oyer the Downshire hills, and spreads like 
a transparent veil across the purple moorlands 
with their rifts and craggy torrent-beds. Over 
Crlinton Manor too, with its quaint old-fashioned 
English garden, where the yellow sunflowers 
look up broad and bright, and the old cypress 
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stretches it* anas athwart the wood, and the 
green lily leave* float dreamily upon the foun- 
tain pond, and the grey old gables rise there yet 
with their antique carving and brazen vanes, the 
same— just the same — when other things have 
long since changed. With a very warm golden 
light, the sun creeps downward through the 
leaves of the great old beech tree at the bottom 
of the Lodge garden, and then up the straight 
orchard path where the stray leaves fall with a 
pleasant rustling sound through the tangled 
grass; and level bars of shadow lie across and 
across, growing longer as the day declines* 
Everything is very still, very peaceful, very full 
of quiet Sabbath-like beauty, just as it always is 
at Braeton in the early autumn time. 

Maud's work was done at last, all her 
trust fulfilled Through those long years she 
had held it very faithfully, never wearying over 
it, never bringing to it other than a tender, 
loving heart And. although to do it wisely and 
well had left some lines of thought upon her 
forehead, and laid one or two silver touches upon 
the hair that used to be so brown and shining ; 
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and although the right hand faltered sometimes 
as it tried to obey the willing heart in its behests 
of love, yet she went on bravely and steadily 
to the end, never passing by one unperformed 
duty, never stepping over one cross which ought 
to be lifted and carried ; until, all being finished, 
there was nothing left for her to do, but only 
to die. 

Which she did very quietly, as everything 
else that Maud had to do had been done. One 
by one the daily journeys into the village were 
shortened, until the people ceased to listen for 
her step, or wait for the benediction of her 
presence ; and prayed for her always with tears. 
Then the customary little household duties were 
laid aside, because there was no strength left 
for them. Still it was easy to think the end 
was far off yet. For the colour came and went 
in her face as it had always done, and her voice 
had the pleasant, well-remembered tone, without 
one touch of weariness or pain ; and the smile, 
almost the old child-smile of those long ago 
days, was folded down upon her lips. And there 
was still the same sweet dignity in every look 
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and motion, the same gentle, unselfish thought 
for others, which seemed as if it could neither 
change nor cease, so freely did it always come* 
Just as it had been given and received in that 
home for years and years past, until they had 
learned to think of it as we do of daily light 
and sunshine. 

She was lying back, close by the window, in 
the great easy chair, and Miss Nunly stood 
beside her. They had been holding long speech 
of years past, as they looked out into the garden 
and watched the sunlight creeping up and 
down, flickering in and out among the leaves, 
and making broad, soft shadows upon the lawn 
and the long reaches of meadow-land beyond. 
But now a great silence had fallen between 
them for thought and memory to work in. It 
deepened the lines on Miss Nunly's face, and 
laid a weary cloud upon her forehead, did that 
long silence; but to Maud's it brought only a 
deeper, more intense peace. Once more, and 
for the last time, ere it was given to her again 
for ever, there came that far back little golden 
year of hope, the hope that had changed the 



250 ALL FOB THE BEST. 

current of her whole life, and whose loas had 
worked out for her such noble compensation* 
It came to her in its earthly likeness, for just 
one more loving look, and she said farewell to 
it very quietly, knowing that it would be only 
a little while before she saw it again, trans- 
figured into heavenly beauty, hers for ever. 
Standing in the light of the new world, the 
shadows of this one passed away, and she 
remembered only the joy. Drawing so near, 
step by step to the eternal gates, which no 
thought of sadness might find leave to enter, the 
angel of sorrow that had companied her through 
all theae years, let fall his garb of mourning, 
and she beheld him as one of the shining ones. 
What need, then, for the glory to come down 
upon her face as she thought of theae things? 

Little by little the sunshine crept away, all 
but a few last golden streaks, leaving behind it 
on the trees and the distant hills a very soft 
purple haze before the grey twilight came. And 
the sparkles of light died off and away from the 
old beech tree and the grassy orchard path, where 
they two had so often walked; and all was 
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sinking slowly, silently into the hush of early 
evening, wherein nature makes no sign but that 
half-perceptible undertone of change and decay 
which is heard in autumn time, when things are 
wending to their rest. 

And then, slowly winding round through the 
Marbrook valley, with a broken, uncertain sigh, 
came once again the whistle of the railway 
train; not sharp and ringing now, but with a 
dim, half-stifled tone, as it cleft its way through 
the falling mists, then sobbed along past Lingold 
Wood and across Braeton plantation, until far 
away in the open country it wore itself out in a 
low, plaintive, eerie sort of wail, that could be 
clearly tracked for long in that evening silence. 

The sound woke Miss Nunly from her dream, 
and turned her eyes, full of pitying sympathy, 
upon Maud. Must that harsh, untuneful voice 
always come between her and the memory of 
the past ? must she ever so be listening to the 
story of his death? 

No ! For there was not even a quiver on the 
shut eyelids, not a touch of pain on the lips, 
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to which the quiet smile had just come back. 
And then, bending over her, Miss Nunly saw 
that the warm light upon her face was given 
there by the lingering sunlight only. 

It was all over. The "little while," so long 
waited for, so patiently endured, was gone at 
last. Stephen Eoden and Maud would never 
have to part any more now, never any more 
at all. 

"And so He bringeth them to the haven 
where they would be." 



THE END. 
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war in Spain; the battles of 8alamancaand Borodino; the fire of Moscow; the retreat of 
Napoleon ; the conquest of Spain ; the surrender of Napoleon ; the return from Elba; the 
Congress of Vienna; the Hundred Days ; the crowning carnage of Waterloo; the exile to 
St. Helena; the return of the Bonrbons ; the settlement of Europe ; the public scandals a 
the English Court; the popular discontent, and the massacre of Peterloo ! On many parts 
of this story the documents published by the Duke of Buckingham east new jets of light, 
clearing up much secret history. Old stories are confirmed — new traits of character are 
brought out. In short, many new and pleasant additions are made to our knowledge of 
those titatB."— Athenaeum. 

" Invaluable, as showing the true light in which many of the stirring events of the 
Regency are to be viewed. The lovers of Court gossip will also find not a little for their 
edification and amusement." — Literary Gazette. 

" These volumes cover a complete epoch, the period of the Regency — a period of large 
and stirring English history. To the Duke of Buckingham, who thus, out of his family 
archives, places within our reach authentic and exceedingly minute pictures of the governors 
of England, we owe grateful acknowledgements. His papers abound In fresh lights on old 
topics, and in new illustrations and anecdotes. The intrinsic value of the letters is enhanced 
by the judicious setting of the explanatory comment that accompanies them, which Is put 
together with much care and honesty." — Examiner. 

HISTOKT OF THE KEIGN OF HENRY IV., KING OF 

FRANCE AND NAVARRE. From numerous Original Sources. By MISS 
FREER. Author of " The Lives of Marguerite d'Angouleme, Elizabeth 
de Valois, Henry III." &c. 2 vols, with Portraits, 21s. 

" Various circumstances combine to make us regard the Life of Henry IV. as one of the 
most attractive in the wide range of biography. The chequered nature of hts career from 
childhood to manhood, the perils that environed him in a Court hostile to his religion and 
race, his unfortunate marriage, his personal bravery, his skill as a commander— these and 
many other characteristics that will suggest themselves to our readers, cause ua to hail 
Miss Freer's new work as a welcome addition to our stock of books. It is a well-known 
feature in Miss Freer's works, that not content with the ordinary sources of information to 
which popular writers have recourse, she investigates for herself the MS. documents of the 
period under review, and is thus enabled to supply us with new facts, and to bring us face 
to face with the persons whose actions are recorded. This, which constitutes one of the 
great charms of M. Mlchelet, as a historian, is likewise a marked characteristic of Miss 
Freer, and confers a great additional value upon her historical portraits." — Critic. 

"To become the chronicler of such a reign as that of Henry IV. Is no mean task, and 
Miss Freer has accomplished it with singular good taste, good sense, and vigour. The 
story never flags. Our authoress is always faithful, accurate, and intelligent. Het style 
is good, and her subject abounds with interest for every student of history." — Herald. 

" We know no works of this kind, with the exception, perhaps of Macaulay's hiatory, 
which are more pleasant reading than the histories of Miss Freer The charm of the style 
and manner, and the accuracy of the details, combine to render her works a valuable 
addition to our literary treasures." — John Bull. 

" In telling the reign of Henry IV., Miss Freer has one of the most interesting portions 
of French history for her story. She has told it from first to last with taste, using a clear, 
vigorous style." — Examiner. 

" The public will think Miss Freer most heartily for these delightful Volumes. In her 
"articular line she la the beat historian of her day."— Chronicle. 



HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 



HENRY IH KING OF FRANCE AND POLAND 

HIS COURT AND TIMES. From numerous unpublished sources, in. 
eluding MS. Documents in the Bibliotheque Impe*riale, and the Archives 
of France and Italy. By MISS FREER, Author of " Marguerite d'An- 
gouleme," " Elizabeth de Valois, and the Court of Philip 11/' &c. 3 vols, 
post 8vo. with fine portraits, 31s. 6d. bound. 

" Miss Freer having won for herself the reputation of a most painstaking and trust, 
worthy historian not less than an accomplished writer, by ber previous memoirs of 
sovereigns of the houses of Valois and Navarre, will not fail to meet with a moat 
cordial and hearty welcome for her present admirable history of Henry HI., the last of 
the French kings of the house of Valois. We refer our readers to the volumes them- 
selves for the interesting details of the life and reign of. Henry III., hia residence in 
Poland, his marriage with Louise de Lorraine, his cruelties, his hypocrisies, his penances, 
his assassination by the hands of the monk Jaques Clement, &c. Upon these points, as 
well as with reference to other persons who occupied a prominent position during this 
period, abundant information is afforded by Bliss Freer j and the public will feel with us 
that a deep debt of gratitude is due to that lady for the faithful and admirable manner in 
which she has pourtrayed the Court and Times of Henry the Third." — Chronicle. 

" The previous historical labours of Miss Freer were so successful as to afford a rich 
promise in the present undertaking, the performance of which. It is not too much to say, 
exceeds expectation, and testifies to her being not only the most accomplished, but the 
most accurate of modern female historians. The Life of Henry III. of France is a 
contribution to literature which will have a reputation as imperishable as its present 
fame must be large and Increasing. Indeed, the book is of such a truly fascinating 
character, that once begun it is impossible to leave it."— Messenger. 

" Among the class of chronicle histories, Miss Freer's Henry the Third of France is 
entitled to a high rank. As regards style and treatment Miss Freer has made a great 
advance upon her 'Elizabeth de Valois,' as that book was an advance upon her 
"Marguerite D'Angouleme.' " — Spectator. 

"We heartily recommend this work to the reading public. Miss Freer has much, per 
haps all, of the quick perception and picturesque style by which Miss Strickland has 
earned her well-deserved popularity." — Critic. 

ELIZABETH DE VALOIS, QUEEN OF SPAIN, AND 

THE COURT OF PHILIP II. From numerous unpublished sources in 
the Archives of France, Italy, and Spain. By MISS FREER. 2 vols 
post 8vo. with fine Portraits by Heath, 21s. 

" It is not attributing too much to Miss Freer to say that herself and Mr. Prescott are 
probably the best samples of our modern biographers. The present volumes will be a boon 
to posterity for which it will be grateful. Equally suitable for instruction and amusement, 
they portray one of the most interesting characters and periods of history."— John Bull. 

" Such a book as the memoir of Elisabeth de Valois is a literary treasure which will be 
the more appreciated as Its merits obtain that reputation to which they most justly are 
entitled. Miss Freer has done her utmost to make the facts of Elisabeth's, Don Carlos', and 
Philip II. 'a careers fully known, as tney actually transpired."— BeWs Messenger. 

THE LIFE OF MARGUERITE D'ANGOULEME, 

QUEEN of NAVARRE, SISTER of FRANCIS I. By MISS FREER. 
Second Edition, 2 vols, with fine Portraits, 21s. 

" This is a very useful and amusing book. It is a good work, very well dove. The 
authoress is quite equal in power and grace to Miss Strickland. She must have spent great 
time and labour in collecting the Information, which she Imparts in an easy and agreeable 
manner. It is difficult to lay down her book after having once begun it. This is owing 
partly to the interesting nature of the subject, partly to the skilful manner in which it has 
been treated. No other life of Marguerite has yet been published, even in France. Indeed, 
till Louis Philippe ordered the collection and publication of manuscripts relating to the 
history of France, no such work could be published. It is difficult to conceive how, under 
any circumstances, it could have been better done."— Standard. 



HURST AND BIACKETT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



LODGE'S PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE FOR 186L 

Under the Especial Patronage of Her Majesty and H.R.H. the 
Prince Consort. Corrected throughout by the Nobility. Thirtieth 
Edition, in 1 vol. royal 8vo., with the Arms beautifully engraved, hand- 
somely bound, with gilt edges, price 31s. 6d. 

Lodge's Peerage and Baronetage is acknowledged to be the most 
complete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an established and 
authentic authority on all questions respecting the family histories, honours, 
and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has ever stood so high. It is 
published under the especial patronage of Her Majesty, and His Royal Highness 
the Prince Consort, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal 
communications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class, in which, 
the type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy over aH 
its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic information respecting 
the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most sedulous attention is 
given in its pages to the collateral branches of the various noble families, and 
the names of many thousand individuals are introduced, which do not appear in 
other records of the titled classes. ' For its authority, correctness, and facility of 
arrangement, and the beauty of its typography and binding, the work is justly en- 
titled to the high place it occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the Nobility. 

" Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kind, for two reasons ; first, it 
is on a better plan j and, secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modern works on the subject " — Spectator. 

" A work which corrects all errors of former works. It is the production of a herald, 
we had almost said, by birth, but certainly by profession and studies, Mr. Lodge, the Norroy 
King of Arms. It is a most useful publication."— Times. 

"As perfect a Peerage of the British Empire as we are ever likely to see published. 
Oreat pains hare been taken to make it as complete and accurate as possible. The work 
Is patronised by Her Majesty and the Prince Consort; and it is worthy of a place in every 
gentleman's library, as well as in every public institution." — Herald. 

"As a work of contemporaneous history, this volume is of great value — the materials 
having been derived from the most authentic sources and in the majority of cases emanating 
from the noble families themselves. It contains all the needful information respecting the 
nobility of the Empire."— Poet. 

" This work should form a portion of every gentleman's library. At all times, the infor. 
mation which it contains, derived from official sources exclusively at the command of the 
author, is of importance to most classes of the community j to the antiquary it must be 
invaluable, for implicit reliance may be placed on its contents."— Globe. 

" This work derives great value from the high authority of Mr. Lodge. The plan 
is excellent." — Literary Gazette. 

" When any book has run through so many editions, its reputation is so indelibly 
stamped, that it requires neither criticism nor praise. It is but Just, however, to say, that 
* Lotlge's Peerage and Baronetage ' is the most elegant and accurate, and the best of its 
class. The chief point of excellence attaching to this Peerage consists neither in Its 
elegsnce of type nor its completeness of illustration, but in its authenticity, which is insured 
by the letter- press being always kept standing, and by immediate alteration being made 
whenever any change takes place, either by death or otherwise, amongat the nobility of the 
United Kingdom. The work has obtained the special patronage of Her Moat Gracious 
Majesty, and of His Royal Highness the Prince Consort, which patronage has never been 
better or more worthily bestowed." — Messenger. 

" * Lodge's Peerage and Baronetage' has become, as it were, an 'institution ' of this 
country j in other words, it is indispensable, and cannot be done without, by any person 
having business In the great world. The authenticity of thia valuable work, as regards the 
several topics to which it refers, has never been exceeded, and, consequently, it must be 
received as one of the most important contributions to social and domestic history extant. 
As a book of reference— indispensible in most cases, useful in all— it should be in the 
hands of every one having connections in, or transactions with, the aristocracy."— Observer. 
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LODGE'S GENEALOGY OF THE PEERAGE AND 

BARONETAGE OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. A New and Revised 
Edition. Uniform with " Thb Peerage" Volume, with the arms 
beautifully engraved, handsomely bound with gilt edges, price 3 Is. 6d. 

The desire very generally manifested for a republication of this volume has 
dictated the present entire revision of its contents. The Armorial Bearings 
prefixed to the History of each Noble Family, render the work complete in 
itself and uniform with the Volume of The Peerage, which it is intended to 
accompany and illustrate. The object of the whole Work, in its two distinct 
yet combined characters, has been useful and correct information; and the 
careful attention devoted to this object throughout will, it is hoped, render the 
Work worthy of the August Patronage with which it is honoured and of the 
liberal assistance accorded by its Noble Correspondents, and will secure from 
them and from the Public, the same cordial reception it has hitherto experienced. 
The great advantage of " The Genealogy" being thus given in a separate volume, 
Mr. Lodge has himself explained in the Preface to " The Peerage.' 1 



MEMORIALS OF ADMIRAL LORD GAMBLER, G.CB- 

with Original Letters from Lords Chatham, Nelson, Castlereagh, 
Mulgravk, Holland, Mr. Canning, &c, Edited, from Family Pa- 
pers, by Lady CHATTERTON, Second Edition, 2 vols. 8vo, 28s. 

" Lady Chatterton is not only a zealous but a skilful biographer. These volumes are 
among the most readable as well as most important books of the season." — Observer. 

'• These volumes are an important addition to our naval literature} but they are also 
valuable for the light they throw on the domestic history of the time. The correspon- 
dence is particularly rich in anecdotes, glimpses of society and manners, and traits of 
character." — U. 8. Magazine. 

•'An important and valuable addition to the history of Lord Gambler's times." — 
Messenger. 

A BOOK ABOUT DOCTORS. B7 J. C JEAFFRESON- 

Esa., Author of " Novels and Novelists," &c 2 vols, with plates. 21s. 

"This is a rare book; a compliment to the medical profession and an acquisition to 
Its members { a book to be read and re-read j fit for the study and the consulting-room, as 
well as the drawing-room table and the circulating library. Mr. Jeafireson takes a com- 
prehensive view of the social history of the profession, and illustrates its course by a 
series of biographic and domestic sketches, from the feudal era down to the present day. 
The chapters on the Doctor as a bon-vivant, the generosity and parsimony, the quarrels and 
loves of physicians, are rich with anecdotes of medical celebrities. But Mr. Jeafireson 
does not merely amuse. The pages he devotes to the exposure and history of charlatanry 
are of scarcely less value to the student of medicine than the student o! manners. We 
thank Mr. Jeafireson most heartily for the mirth and solid in ormatlon of bis volumes. 
They appeal to a wide circle. All the members of our profession will be sure to read 
them." — Lancet. 

" A pleasant book for the fireside season on which we are now entering, and for the 
seaside season that is to come. Out of hundreds of volumes, Mr. Jeafireson has collected 
thousands of good things, adding much that appears In print for the first time, and which 
of course *°!ves Increased value to this very readable book."— At henaum. 
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DOMESTIC MEMOIRS OF THE ROYAL FAMILY, 

and the COURT OP ENGLAND, chiefly at SHENE and RICHMOND. 
By Folkestone Williams, F.G.S., F.R.G.S., &>• 3 vols, with fine 
Portraits. 31s. 6d. 

" In the prosecution of hit labours, the author has consulted antiquaries and archae- 
ologists, and examined contemporary authorities. The result is, a work, pleasant and 
Instructive, abundant in anecdote, and agreeably gossipping. It, moreover, evinces con- 
siderable research, and a generally sound historical judgment. Mr. Williams sketches the 
architectural arrangements of the King's Manor House at Shene in the time of Edward the 
Third, and adds an account of some of the sports and pastimes, the armour, costume, enter- 
tainments, tournaments, furniture, wardrobe, and court literature of the fourteenth cen- 
tury i the organization of the royal household, and the family of the King. We must past 
over the doings of Richard II., and ' Good Queen Anne,' at the resplendent Manor House, 
over its restoration by Henry V., and his religious foundations, with the visit from the 
Emperor Sigismutid, and William of Bavaria; over Henry the Sixth's residence there f 
over the romantic Incidents that occurred there in Edward the Fourth's time. We must 
pass, too, over the Court usages in Henry the Seventh's time. In the following reign, we 
make acquaintance with the Princess Mary, welcoming and entertaining the gentlemen of 
Prance, with ' most goodly couutenance,' and with * pleasant pastime in playing on the 
virginals. 1 A more tender interest hallows the spot that witnessed the affections of Dudley, 
F-arl of Leicester, and Amy Robsart, of Guildford and Lady Jane Grey, of Sir Philip Sydney 
and Elisabeth Walsingham, of Stella and Dean Swift. On the accession of Elisabeth to the 
throne, the splendour of the Court at Richmond revived with its gaiety. V- e then pass to 
Prince Henry, the next royal resident. The author describes the establishment an 4 
education of • England's Darling,' as this accomplished Prince was designated; introduces 
us to Bishop Hall, Ben Jonson, and other notabilities, and to his gallery of paintings} 
Richmond under Charles I., the Protectorate and the Restoration, with Dr. Duppa and 
the Eikon Basllike, John Evelyn and William Lily; Richmond when the family of Jamea 
II. resided there, when William of Orange 'lay there last night, and hunted this day,' 
when Anne ' sometimes counsel took, and sometimes tea,' when George I. and Sir Robert 
Walpole followed the hounds in the new park, when Queen Caroline walked In the gardens 
with that politic minister. Richmond under all these aspects Is described and illustrated. 
Later, we come to Horace Walpole, the Princess Emily, Addington, and the Duke of 
Queensbury. Later still, we find the Sailor King, to whom we owe the terrace walk, de- 
lighting in the amenities of Richmond, and tu our own day, we have seen the White 
Lodge selected as the educational residence of the Prince of Wales." — Spectator. 

"This work belongs to the best class of popular antiquarian books, because it is 
popular by reason of the entertaining character and the variety of its store of trust-worthy 
information." — Examiner. 

THE LIFE AND TIMES OF GEORGE VTLLIERS, 

DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. By MRS. THOMSON, Author of "The 
Life of the Duchess of Marlborough," " Memoirs of Sir Walter Raleigh/' 
&c, 3 vols. 31s. 6d. 

"These volumes will Increase the well-earned reputation of their clever and popular 
author. The story of the royal favourite's career is told by Mrs. Thomson very honestly, 
and is enriched abundantly with curious and entertaining details from the familiar letters of 
the time and the memorials of the State Paper Office, of which a full publication ia now 
made for the Ant time. Labour and pains have, indeed, been well spent upon volumes that 
produce their evidence so fairly and are written so agreeably as these." — Examiner. 

" Mrs. Thomson is entitled to great praise. She has written the most complete Mo- 
graphy of Buckingham that has appeared in the language. Those who commence the 
work by being amused will end in being instructed."— Lifei-ory Gazette. 

BRITISH ARTISTS, from HOGARTH to TURNER; 

Being a Series or Biographical Sketches. By Walter Thorn- 
bury. 2 vols. 21a. 



VOYAGES AND TRAVELS. 



TRAVELS IN THE REGIONS OF THE AMOOR, 

and the Russian Acquisitions on the Confines of India, and 
China; with Adventures among the Mountain Kirqhis, and the 
Manjours, Manyargs, Tounooub, TouzbmTz, Goldi, and Gelyaks. 
By T. W. ATKINSON, F.G.S., F.R.G.S., Author of " Oriental and Western 
Siberia." Dedicated by permission, to Her Majesty. Second Edition. 
Royal 8vo., with Map and 83 Illustrations. £2 2s., elegantly bound 

" Our readers have not now to learn for the first time the quality of Mr. Atkinson as au 
explorer and a writer. The comments we made on, and the extracts we selected from, h!s 
* Oriental and Western Siberia' will have sufficed to show that in the former character he 
takes rank with the most daring of the class, and that in the latter he Is scarcely to be 
surpassed for the lucidity, picturesqueness, and power, with which he pourtrays the scenes 
through which he has travelled, and the perils or the pleasures which encountered him on 
the way. The present volume is not interior to its predecessor. It deals with civilisation, 
semi -civilisation, and barbarous life. It takes us through localities, some of which are 
little, others not at all, known to even the best read men in the literature of travel. The 
entire volume Is admirable for its spirit, unexaggerated lone, and the mass of fresh materials 
by which this really new world is made accessible to us. The followers, too, of all the ' ologies' 
ill meet with something in these graghic pages of peculiar interest to them. It is a noble 
work."— AtAen*um. 

«• We must refer to Mr. Atkinson as one of the most intelligent and successful of the 
civilised travellers of our own day. By far the most Important contribution to the history 
of these regions is to be found in Mr. Atkinson's recent publication on the Amoor— a work 
which derives equal Interest from his well-stored portfolio and his j>cn.**—Edm6urgh 
Review, 

" This is In every respect an mttreua liker. Its magnificent apparel not inaptly sym- 
bolises Its magnificent contents. Mr, Atkinson has here given us a narrative which could 
be told by no other living Englishman. The intrinsic Interest of that narrative is enhanced 
by Mr. Atkinson's gift of vigorous and graceful description. Thanks to the power of his 
pen, and the still more remarkable power of his pencil we follow his travels with eager 
Interest and anxiety. He himself is the chief object of interest, from his thirst for adventure 
and daring exploits, and the countless shapes of terror and death that he encounters. 
The work Is a magnificent contribution to the literature of travel. More useful and 
pleasant reading can no where be found." — Literury Omxette. 

44 Mr. Atkinson has here presented the reading world with another valuable book o 
travels. It is as interesting, as entertaining, and as well written as his previous work. It 
is a volume which will not only afford intellectual entertainment of the highest order, but 
fitted to instruct both the philosopher aud the statesman. The vast territorial acquisitions 
lately made by Russia in the Northern parts of Central Asia along the whole frontier of 
China, is described by an eye wi ness well qualified to estimate their real value and political 
advantages. Our readers, we feel sure, will peruse this interesting book of travels for 
themselves. It contains something for every taste." — Daily News 

" The success of Mr. Atkinson's * Oriental and Western Siberia' has happily induced 
him to write and publish another volume, and written with the ssme unflagging interest. 
A more pleasing as well as more novel book of tiavels it would be difficult to find. The 
illustrations are admirably executed, and they add ten fold to the value of a volume already 
possessing intrinsic merits of the highest kind. Independently of the deep interest it excites 
as a traveller's tale, the work has other claims. It presents peculiar geographical aud ethnolo- 
gical information, and points out a boundless field of commerce to English enterprise. It 
marks with a decided pen the gradual advances of Russia towards British India, and the 
sweeping rush of her conquering energy from Siberia to the Pacific. Thus Mr. Atkinson's 
book has uot only a literary, but a political and commercial importance. There is food for 
all readers and Interest for all." — Olobe. 

44 This is noble and fascinating book, belonging in right both of subject snd treatment 
to the choicest class of travel literature. The vast panorama unfolded is one of the most 
marvellous in the world, and has hitherto been among the least known to th c nations of 
the west. It is now set before them with exquisite clearness and force of expression by one 
who has the highest claims to confidence as an observer aud delineator." — Spectator. 

" A really magnificent volume, which for many years to come must be a standard 
authority upon the country of which It treats. It Is very interesting, aud abounds in 
incident and anecdote both personal and local."— Chrvnicle. 
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ORIENTAL AND WESTERN SIBERIA ; A NAB- 

rativk of Seven Years' Explorations and Adventures in Siberia, 
Mongolia, the Kirghis Steppes, Chinese Tart art, and Central 
Asia. By THOMAS WITLAM ATKINSON. In one large volume, 
royal 8vo., Price £2. 2s., elegantly bound. Embellished with upwards 
of 50 Illustrations, including numerous beautifully coloured plates, from 
drawings by the Author, and a map. 

"By virtue alike of its text and its pictures, we place this book of travel in the first 
rank among those illustrated gift books now so much sought by the public. Mr. Atkinson's 
book is most readable. The geographer finds In it notice of ground heretofore left 
undescribed, the ethnologist, geologist, and botanist, find notes and pictures, too, of which 
they know the value, the sportraan's taste Is gratified by chronicles of sport, the lover of 
adveuture will find a number of perils and escapes to hang over, and the lover of a frank 
good-humoured way of speech will find the book a pleasant one in every page. Seven 
years of wandering, thirty-nine thousand five hundred miles of moving to and fro in a wild 
and almost unknown country, should yield a book worth reading, and they do."— Examiner. 

"A book of travels which in value and sterling Interest must take rank as a landmark 
la geographical literature. Its coloured illustrations and wood engravings are of a high 
order, and add a great charm to the narrative. Mr. Atkinson has travelled where it is 
believed no European has been before. He has seen nature in the wildest, sublimest, and 
also the most beautiful aspects the old world can present. These he has depicted by pen 
and pencil. He has done both well. Many a fireside will rejoice in the determination which 
converted the artist into an author. Mr. Atkinson is a thorough Englishman, brave and 
accomplished, a lover of adventure aud sport of every kind. He knows enough of mineralogy, 
geology, and botany to impart a scientific interest to his descriptions and drawings j 
possessing a keen sense of humour, he tells many a racy story. The sportsman and the 
lover of adventure, whether by flood or field, will find ample stores in the stirring tales of 
his interesting travels." — Daily Newt* 

"An animated and intelligent narrative, appreciably enriching the literature of English 
travel. Mr. Atkinson's sketches were made by express permission of the late Emperor of 
Russia. Perhaps no English artist was ever before admitted into this enchanted land of 
history, or provided with the talisman and amulet of a general passport; and well has Mr. 
Atkinson availed himself of the privilege. Our extracts will have served to illustrate the 
originality and variety of Mr. Atkinson's observations and adventures during his protracted 
wanderings of nearly forty thousand miles. Mr. Atkinson's pencil was never idle, and he 
has certainly brought home with him the forms, and colours, and other characteristics of a 
most extraordinary diversity of groups and scenes. As a sportsman Mr. Atkinson enjoyed 
a plenitude of excitement. His narrative is well stored with incidents of adventure. 
His ascent of the Bielouka is a chapter of the most vivid romance of travel, yet it is less 
attractive than bis relations of wanderings across the Desert of Gobi and up the Tangnou 
Chain."— Athenteum. 

"We predict that Mr. Atkinson's 'Siberia* will very often assume the shape of a 
Christmas Present or New Tear's Gift, as it possesses, in an eminent degree, four very 
precious and suitable qualities for that purpose, — namely, usefulness, elegance, instruction 
and novelty. It is a work of great value, not merely on account of its splendid illustrations, 
but for the amount it contains of authentic and highly interesting intelligence concerning 
regions which, iu all probability, has never, previous to Mr. Atkinson's explorations, been 
visited by an European. Mr. Atkinson's adventures are told in a manly style. The valuable 
and interesting information the book contains, gathered at a vast expense, is lucidly 
arranged, and altogether the work is one that the author-artist may well be proud of, and 
with which those who study it cannot fall to be delighted."— SoAis Bull. 

" To the geographer, the geologist, the ethnographer, the sportsman, and to those who 
read only for amusement, this will be an acceptable volume. Mr. Atkinson is rot only 
adventurous traveller, but a correct and amusing writer."— JW/erary Qosette, 
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SIX YEARS OF A TRAVELLERS LIFE IN 

WESTERN AFRICA. By Francisco Valokz, Arbitrator at Loanda, 
and the Cape of Good Hope. 2 volumes demy 8vo. with numerous 
Illustrations, bound. 

TWO YEARS IN SWITZERLAND AND ITALY. 

By Fredrika Bremer. Translated by Mart Howitt. 2 vols. 

"Anew work from the pen of Miss Bremer is ever hailed, not only with a hearty 
welcome, but with general acclamation. Such a reception will be given to this last specimen 
of her literary labours, which is certainly one of the best works she has ever yet produced. 
Where could such subjects as Switxerland and Italy find a more generous exponent ? Who 
could appreciate the grandeur of the scenery of the land of freedom better than Fredrika 
Bremer? Who could see and understand all the phases of Italian society in its approach* 
Ing struggle for liberty, better than this warm-hearted and generous woman ? We have 
revelled in the volumes and can scarcely find words adequately to express our admiration 
of the manner in which Fredrika Bremer has told all she saw and felt during the two years 
•he passed in the loveliest parts of Europe. The book is the best that ever was written on 
such themes/' — Messenger . 

TRAVELS IN EASTERN AFRICA, WITH THE 

NARRATIVE OF A RESIDENCE IN MOZAMBIQUE : 1856 to 1859. 
By LYONS McLEOD, Esq. F.R.G.S.. &c Late British Consul in Mo- 
zambique. 2 vols. With Map and Illustrations. 21s. 

"Mr. M'Leod's volumes contains chapters for all readers— racy narrative, abundance 
of incident, compendious history, Important matter-of-fact statistics, and many a page 
which will be perused with pleasure by the naturalist.'* — Athenmum. 

" Mr. M'Leod's work furnishes information concerning the commercial capabilities, 
not only of the Portugese settlements, but also of the Cape and Natal, together with par. 
ticulars concerning Mauritius, Madagascar, and the Seychelles. It likewise gives a peculiar 
insight into the combinations and lufluences which operate upon the Portuguese authorities 
in relation to the slave trade." — limes. 

T.Ama NGAMI; OB EXPLORATIONS AND DIS- 

COVBRIB8 DURING FOUR YEARS' WANDERINGS IN THE WlLDS OF 

South-Western Africa. By CHARLES JOHN ANDERSSON. 1 voL 
royal 8vo„ with Map and upwards of 50 Illustrations, representing Sport- 
ing Adventures, Subjects of Natural History, &c. Second Edition. 

"This narrative of African explorations and discoveries is one of the most important 
geographical works that have lately appeared. It contains the account of two journeys 
made between the years 1860 and 1864, in the first of which the countries of the Damaras 
and the Ovambo, previously scarcely known in Europe, were explored j and in the second 
the newly-discovered Lake Ngami was reached by a route that had been deemed imprac- 
ticable, but which proves to be the shortest and the best. The work contains much scientific 
and accurate Information as to the geology, the scenery, products, and resources of the 
regions explored, with notices of the religion, manners, and customs of the native tribes. 
The continual sporting adventures, and other remarkable occurrences, intermingled with 
the narrative of travel, make the book as Interesting to read as a romance, as .indeed, a 
good book of travels ought always to be. The illustrations by Wolf are admirably designed, 
and most of them represent scenes as striking as any witnessed by Jules Gerard or Gordon 
Gumming."— Literary Gazette. 

A CRUISE IN THE PACIFIC: FROM THE LOG 

OF A NAVAL OFFICER. Edited by Captain Fenton Atlmer. 
2 vols. 2 Is. 

"A highly interesting work, written In the spirit of a genuine sailor."— Lit. Gazette. 
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NARRATIVE OF A RESIDENCE AT THE COURT 

OF MEER ALT MOO RAD ; with Wild Sports in the Valley of 
the Indus. Bt Caft. Langley, late Madras Cavalry. 2 vol*. 8vo. 
with Illustrations. 30s. 

" A valuable work, containing much useful information.* 9 — Literary Gasette. 

"Captain Langley** Interesting volumes will doubtless attract all the attention they 
deserve on account of their political and commercial Importance j and as they are full 
of Incident connected with the sports of British India, they will be as agreeable to the 
sportsman and general reader as to the politician." — Menenger. 

SIXTEEN TEARS OF AN ARTIST'S LIFE IN 

MOROCCO, SPAIN, AND THE CANARY ISLANDS. By MRS. 
ELIZABETH MURRAY. 2 vols. 8vo. with Coloured Illustrations. 

" Mrs. Murray, wife, we believe, of the English 'Consul at Teneriffe, Is one of the first of 
female English Water Colour Artists. She draws well, and her colour is bright, pure, trans- 
parent, and sparkling. Her book Is like her painting, luminous, rich and fresh. We welcome 
It (as the public will also do) with sincere pleasure. It is a hearty book, written by a clever, 
quick-sighted, and thoughtful woman, who, slipping a steel pen on the end of her brush, 
thus doubly armed, uses one end as well as the other, being with both a bright colourer, 
and accurate descrlber of colours, outlines, sensations, landscapes and things. In a word, 
Mrs. Murray Is a clever ertist, who writes forcibly and agreeably."— Atheiueum. 

A SUMMER RAMBLE in the HIMALAYAS; with 

SPORTING ADVENTURES IN THE VALE OF CASHMERE. Edited 
by Mountaineer. 8vo. with Illustrations. 15s. 

" A book which we cannot commend too highly. It Is a most interesting, pleasant, and 
well-written narrative. The sporting exploits which It describes are comparatively novel, 
and the accounts of the scenery among which they were performed is graphic and charming, 
A more satisfactory book could not be desired." — Literary Gazette. 

" This volume is altogether a pleasant one. It Is written with sest and edited with earn. 
The incidents and adventures of the jouiney.are most fascinating to a sportsman and very 
interesting to a traveller." — Atherueum 

SIX MONTHS IN REUNION: A CLERGYMAN'S 

Holiday, and How he Passed it. By the Rev. P. Beaton, M.A. 2 v. 21s 

" Mr. Beaton has done good service in the publication of these Interesting volumes. 
He Is an intelligent observer, enjoys himself heartily, and compels his readers to enjoy 
themselves also. Sagacity, practical good sense, a healthy animal nature, a well culti- 
vated mind, are Mr. Beaton's qualifications as a traveller and a writer of travels. He 
possesses the advantage, too, of having selected ground that is comparatively untrodden. 
His work is written with taste and skill, and abounds with anecdote and information." 
—Literary Gazette, 

THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY: IMPRESSIONS 

of Life in the Roman States and Sardinia, during a Ten Tears' Resilience. 

By Mrs. G. Gretton. 2 vols. 21s. 

"Mrs. Gretton has opportunities which rarely fall to the lot of strangers of becoming 
acquainted with the loner life and habits of a part of the Italian peninsula which Is now the 
very centre of the national crisis. We can praise her performance aa interesting, uncx- 
aggerated. and full of opportune instruction."— Time*, 
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THE BOOK OF ORDERS OF KNIGHTHOOD, AND 

DECORATIONS OF HONOUR OF ALL NATIONS ; COMPRISING 
AN HISTORICAL ACCOUNT OF EACH ORDER, MILITARY, NAVAL 
AND CIVIL ; with Lists of the Knights and Companions of each British 
Order. Embellished with Five Hundred Fac-simile Coloured 
Illustrations or the Insignia of tub Various Orders. Edited 
by SIR BERNARD BURKE, Ulster King of Arms. 1 vol. royal 8vo., 
handsomely bound, with gilt edges, price 42. 2s. 

" Thif raluable and attractive work may claim the merit of being the beat of ita kind. 
It ia ao comprehensive In tta character, and ao elegant in style, that it far outstrips all 
competitors. A full historical account of the orders of every country is given, with lists of 
the Knights and Companions of each British Order. Among the most attractive features of 
the work are the illustrations. They are numerous and beautiful, highly coloured, and 
giving an exact representation of the different decorations. The origin of each Order, the 
rules and regulations, and the duties incumbent upon its members, are all given at full 
length. The fact of the work beingnnder the supervision of Sir Bernard Burke, and endorsed 
by his authority , gives it another recommendation to the public favour." — Sun 

" This is indeed a splendid book. It is an uncommon com bfnation of a library book 
of reference and a book for a boudoir, undoubtedly uniting beauty and utility. It will 
soon find its place in every library and drawing-room." — Globe. 

TRAITS OF CHARACTER; BEING TWENTY-FIVE 

YEARS' LITERARY AND PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS. By A 
Contemporary. 2 vols. 21s. 

"The Anthoress of these volumes, having been thrown into communication with 
celebrities of all ranks and professions during the last quarter of a ceutury, has naturally 
thought that her reminiscences of their ways and manners would prove interesting to 
readers of the present day. Prominent among the subjects of her sketches are Lord 
Melbourne, the Duke of Wellington, Edward Irving, Thomas Moore, Edmund Kean, Mr. 
Spurgeon, Lady Blessington, and Mrs. Shelley. Of the great Duke she gives a very in* 
teresting description. We commend these agreeable volumes to the reader, assuring him 
that he will find ample entertainment for a leisure hour in contemplating these varied and 
life-like photographs."— Sun, 

THE ENGLISH SPORTSMAN IN THE WESTERN 

PRAIRIES. By the Hon. Grantley Berkeley. Royal 8vo. with 
numerous Illustrations. (In February, 1861). 



HCTXJEES OF SPORTING LIFE AND CHARACTER. 

By LORD WILLIAM LENNOX. 2 vols, with Illustrations. 21s. 

" This book should be in the library of every gentleman, and of every one who delights 
in the sports of the field. It forms a complete treatise on sporting in every part of the 
World, aud is full of pleasant goss'.p and anecdote. Racing, steeple chasing, hunting, 
driving, coursing, yatching, aud fishing, cricket and pedestrianlsm, boating and curling, 

frigeon shooting, and the pursuit of game with the fowling-piece, all And an able exponent 
n Lord William Lennox."— Herald. 

REALITIES OF PARIS LIFE. BT THE AUTHOR 

or " FLEMISH INTERIORS/' &c. 3 vols, with Illustrations. 31s. &L 

" * Realities of Paris Life* Is a good addition to Paris books, and Important as affording 
true and sober pictures of the Paris poor." — Athenmum. 
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STUDIE3 FROM LITE. BT THE AUTHOR OF 

" John Halifax, Gbntlbman," " A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women/' &c. 1 vol. 10s. 6d. elegantly bound. 

" Studies from Life It altogether a charming volume, one which all women and most 
men, would be proud to possess." — Chronicle. 

'* Without being in the same degree elaborate, either in purpose or plot, as 'John 
Halifax,' these ' Studies from Life' may be pronounced to be equally as clever in construe- 
tion and narration. It is one of the most charming features of Miss Muloch's works that 
they invariably tend to a practical and useful end. Her object is to improve the taste, refine 
the intellect, and touch the heart, and so to act upon all classes of her readers as to make 
them rise from the consideration of her books both wiser and better than they were before 
they began to read them. The ' Studies from Life' will add considerably to the author's 
well earned reputation."— Meuenger. 

POEMS. BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN," " A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN," &c. 
1 vol. with Illustrations by Biuret Fostbr. 

" A volume of poems which will assuredly take its place with those of Goldsmith, Gray. 
and Cowper, on the favourite shelf of every Englishman's library. We discover in these 
poems all the firmness, vigour, and delicacy of touch which characterise the author's prose 
works, and in addition, an ineffable tenderness and grace, such as we find in few poetical 
compositions besides those of Tennyson." — Illustrated Newt of the World. 

" We are well pleased with these poems by our popular novelist. They are the expression 
of genuine thoughts, feelings, and aspirations, and the expression is almost always grace- 
ful, musical and well-coloured. A high, pure tone of morality pervades each set of verses , 
and each strikes the reader as Inspired by some real event, or condition of mind, and not by 
some idle fancy or fleeting sentiment." — Spectator. 

A SAUNTER THROUGH THE WEST END. Bt 

LEIGH HUNT. 1 vol. (Just Ready). 

NOVELS AND NOVELISTS, FROM ELIZABETH TO 

VICTORIA. By J. C. JEAFFRESON, Eso. 2 vols, with Portraits. 10 

THE RIDES AND REVERIES OF ME. 2ES0P SMITH- 

By MARTIN F. TUPPER, D.C.L., F.R.S., Author of " Proverbial Philo- 
sophy/' " Stephen Langton," &c, 1 vol. post 8vo. 5s. 

THE MAN OF THE PEOPLE. BT WILLIAM 

HOWITT. 3 vols, post 8vo. 

" A remarkable book, which refers to eventful times and brings before us some tmpor 
ant personages. . It cannot fail to make a powerful Impression on its readers."— Sim 

A JOURNEY ON A PLANK FROM KIEV TO EAUX- 

BONNES. By LADY CHARLOTTE PEPYS. 2 vols, 21s 
•' A very beautiful .and touching work."— Chronicle. 

EASTERN HOSPITALS AND ENGLISH NURSES 

The Narrative of Twelve Months 1 Experience in the Hospitals o Koula 
and Scutari. By A LADY VOLUNTEER. Third and Cheaper Edition 
1 vol. post 8vo. with Illustrations, 6s. bound. 

" The story of the noble deeds done by Miss Nightingale and her devoted sisterhood 
will never be more effectively told than in this beautiful narrative." — John ButU 
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KATHARINE AND HER 
SISTERS. 

By Laj>t Emily Ponsonby. 

Author of "Thb Disciplinh of Lin," 
&c, 3 vols. (In January 1861.) 

THE HOUSE ON THE MOOR. 

By the 
Author of " Maroarrt Maitland," 8 r. 

"This story la very interesting and the 
interest deepen* aa the atory proceeds."— 
Atkenmvm. 

THE WORLD'S VERDICT. 

By the Author of " Morals of Mat 
Fa i a," "Crbbds," ice. 3 vole. 

MAGDALEN HAVERING. 

By the Author of "Tu Vsrnbys," 8y 

TWELVE O'CLOCK 

A Chriatmas Story. 
By the Author of " Grandm othbb's 

BfONBY," •• WlLDFLOWKR," &C. 1 V©U 

10a. 6d\, elegantly bound and Illuatrated. 

THE VALLET OF A 
HUNDRED FIRES. 

By the Author of " Haroarbt and hbr 
Bridbsmaids," &c. 8 rola. 

"If asked to classify 'The Valley of a 
Hundred Fires* we should give it a place 
between ' John Halifax* and * The Cax- 
tons."— Hera/rf. 

HIGH PLACES. 

By G. T. Lowth Esq. 

Author of "Thb Wandbrbr iw 
Arabia/' 3 vols. 

M A novel which contains interesting in* 
ddents, capitally drawn characters, aud 
vivid pictures of life and society of the 
present day."— Pott, 

MONEY. 

By Colin Kbnnaquhom. 3 rola. 

"A clever novel. It' can hardly fail to 
amuse all readers."— Spectator. 

HIGH CHURCH. 

2 vola. 

"An excellent atory— excellent alike in 
design and execution.*'— Athenmim. 

DAUNTON MANOR HOUSE. 

2 vola. 

M There la much to amuse and interest 
these volumes."'— Sun. 



THE DAILY GOVERNESS. 

By the Author of "Cousin 
Gboffrhy," &c. 3 vols. 

BOND AND FREE. 

By the Author of *' Casts," 3 vols. 

"* A clever and interesting novel. It has 
great power, and the story is well sus- 
talned." — Literary Gazette. 

MAINSTONE'S HOUSE- 
jLEEatEJv. 

By Silybbpbn. 8 vols. 
"The work of a very clever and able 
writer."— Literery Gazette. 

GRANDMOTHER'S MONET. 

By the Author of " Wildflowrr," 8 vols. 

*'A good novel. The most interesting 
of the Author's productions." — Athenmum, 

CARSTONE RECTORY. 

By Gborob Graham. 3 vols 
" A brilliant novel."— Suit. 

THE ROAD TO HONOUR. 

•'A very Interesting story." — Sim. 

NIGHT AND DAY. 

By the Hon. C. S. Sayillb. 8. vols. 
"A capital novel."— John Bull. 

ONLY A WOMAN. 

By Captain L. Wraxall. 8 vols. 

" ' Only a Woman Is very readable."— 
Athenmum. N 

LORD FITZWAEINE. 

By Scrutator. 

Author of "The Mastrr of thr 
Hounds," &c. 2 vols., with Illustrations. 

STEFHAN LANGTON. 

By Martin. F. Tufprr. D.C.L. F.R.S. 

Author of " Provkrbial Philosophy." 
&c, 2 vols, with flue engravings. 10s. 

SEVEN YEARS. 

By Julia Kayanaoh. 
Author of " Nathalie," 3 vols. 

THE CURATES OF 
RIVERSDALE. 

Recollections in the Life of a Clergyman 



WOW IN COURSE OF PUBLICATION. 

HURST AND BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

OP CHEAP EDITIONS OF 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS 

Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 5a. 
A volume to appear every two months. The following are now ready. 



VOL. I.-SAM SLICK'S NATURE AND HUMAN NATURE. 

ILLUSTRATED BY LEECH. 

"The first volume of Messrs. Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Cheap Editions 
of Popular Modern Works form* a very good beginning to what wM doubtless be s very 
successful undertaking. ' Nature aod Human Nature' is one of the best of Sam Slick's 
witty and humorous productions, and well entitled to the large circulation which it 
cannot fail to obtain in its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume combines 
with the great recommendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser, but 
still attractive merits, of being well illustrated and elegantly bound "—Morning Poat. 

"This new and cheap edition of Sam Slick's popular work will be an acquisition to 
all lovers of wit and humour. Mr. Justice Haliburtun'a writings are so well known to 
the English public that no commendation is needed. The volume is very handsomely 
bound and Illustrated, and the paper and type are excellent. It is in every way suited 
for a library edition, and as the names of Messrs. Hurst and Blackett, warrant the 
character of the works to be produced In their Standard Library, we have no doubt the 
project will be eminently successful." — Sun. 

VOL. IL-JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEItAN. 

" This Is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman, and it abounds in incident 
both well and highly wrought. Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and written 
with great ability, better than any former work, we think, of its deservedly successful 
author. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass freely from hand to hand, 
as a gift book In many households." — Examiner, 

" The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
success. John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and 'this, 
his history, is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one of 
nature's own nobility. It is also the history of a home and a thoroughly English one 
The work abounds in Incident, and many of the scenes are full of graphic power and true 
pathos. It is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better." — Scotsman 

VOL. III.-THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and interesting 
information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among its greatest and most lasting charms is its 
reverent and serious spirit."— Quarterly Review 

"A J>ook calculated to prove more practically useful was never penned than 'The 
Crescent and the Cross'— a work which surpasses all others in its homage for the sub- 
lime and its love for the beautiful in those famous regions consecrated to everlasting 
immortality in the annals of the prophets, and which no other writer has ever depicted 
with a pencil at once so reverent and so picturesque."— Sun. 

VOL. IV.-NATHALIE. BY JULIA KAVANAGH. 

"'Nathalie ' is Bliss Kavanagh's best imaginative effort. Its manner Is gracious and 
attractive. Its matter Is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her which 
are as individual as they are elegant. We should not soon come to an end were we to 
specify all the delicate touches and attractive pictures which place 'Nathalie' high among 
books of Its class."— /f/Aenoum. 

"A tale of untiring interest, full of deep touches of human nature. We have no hesi- 
tation in predicting for this delightful tale a lasting popularity, and a place in the foremost 
ranks of that most instructive kind of fiction— the moral novel."— John Bull. 

"A more judicious selection than 'Nathalie' could not have been made for Messrs. 
Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library. The series as It advances realises our firs im- 
pression, that it will be one of lasting celebrity."— Literary Gazette. 

[continued on nbxt paok.] 
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Each in a single volume, elegantly printed, bound, and illustrated, price 5a. 



VOL. V.-A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.*' 

M A book of sound counsel. It is one of the moat sensible works of its kind, well-writ- 
ten, true-hearted, and altogether practical. Whoever wishes to give advice to a young lady 
nay thank the author for means of doing 90."—E*mmmer. 

" The author of ' John Halifax' will retain and extend her hold upon the reading and 
reasonable public by the merits of her present work, which bears the stamp of good sense 
and genial feeling."— Ottardian. 

" These thoutthts are good and humane. They are thoughts we would wish women to 
th\o)c."-Athe**um 

"This really valuable volume ought to be in every young woman's hand. It will teach 
her how to think and how to act.*'— Literary Gazette. 

VOL. VI.-ADAM GRAEME, OF MOSSGRAY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " MRS. MARGARET MAITLAND." 

'"Adam Graeme' is a story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by Its 
admirable pictures of Scottish life and scenery. The plot is cleverly complicated, and 
there is great vitality in the dialogue, and remarkable brilliancy in the descriptive pas- 
sages, as who that has read 'Margaret Maitland* would not be prepared to expect? But 
the story has a ' mightier magnet still,* in the healthy tone which pervades it, In its femi- 
nine delicacy of thought and diction, and in the truly womanly tenderness of its senti- 
ments. The eloquent author sets before us the essential attributes of Christian virtue, 
their deep and silent workings in the heart, and their beautiful manifestations in the life, 
with a delicacy, a power, and a truth which can hardly be surpassed." — Morning Post, 

VOL.VH.-SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS 
AND MODERN INSTANCES. 

"The best of all Judge Hallbnrton's admirable works.."— Standard. 

" * The humour of Sam Slick is Inexhaustible. He is ever and everywhere a welcome 
visitor; smiles greet his approach, and wit and wisdom hang upon his tongue. 
The present production is remarkable alike for Its racy humour, Its sound philosophy, 
the felicity of its illustrations, and the delicacy of Its satire. We promise our readers 
a great treat from the perusal of these ' Wise Saws and Modern Instances,* which contain a 
world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest fun." — Post, 

VOL. VllL-CAKDINAL WISEMAN'S RECOLLECTIONS 

OF THE LAST FOUR POPES. 

"A picturesque book on Rome and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Roman 
Catholic. Cardinal Wiseman has here treated a special subject with so much generality and 
geniality, that his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously 
opposed to every idea of human infallibity represented in Papal domination.*' — Athenaum. 

" In the description of the scenes, the ceremonies, the ecclesiastical society, the manners 
and habits of Sacerdotal Rome, this work is unrivalled. It is full of anecdotes. We eould 
fill columns with amusing extracts."— Chronicle. 

VOL. IX.-A LIFE FOR A UFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

" We are always glad to welcome Miss Muloch. She writes from her own convictions, 
and she has the power not only to conceive clearly what it Is that she wishes to say, but to 
express it in language effective and vigorous. In ' A Life for a Life* she is fortunate in a 
good subject, and she has produced a work of strong effect. The reader having read the 
book through for the story, will be apt (If he be of our persuasion) to return and read again 
many pages and passages with grt ater pleasure than on a first perusal. The whole book is 
replrte with a graceful, tender delicacy; and in addition to its other merits, it is written in 
good careful English." — Atherueum. 

[continued on nkxt faob. 
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VOL. X.-THE OLD COURT SUBURB. BT LEIGH HUNT. 

"A delightful book, of which the charm begins at the first line on the first page, for full of 
quaint and pleasant memories is the phrase that is its title, 'The Old Court Suburb.* Very full 
too, both of quaint and pleasant memories is the line that designates the author. It is the 
name of the most cheerful of chroniclers, the best of remembrancers of good things, the 
most polished and entertaining of educated gossips 'The Old Court Suburb' is a work that 
will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those who hare a lore for the best 
kinds of reading.*' — Examiner. 

" A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been, published since Boswell produced 
his reminiscences of Johnson."— Obierver, 

VOL. XI.-MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 

" We may save ourselves the trouble of giving any lengthened review of this work, for 
we recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read it for themselves. They 
will find it well worth their while. There are a freshness and originality about it quite 
charming, and there is a certain nobleness In the treatment both of sentiment and Incident 
which is not often found.*' — Atherutum. 

VOL. XIL-THE OLD JUDGE. BY SAM SUCK 

" This work is redolent ot the hearty fun and strong masculine sense of our old friend 
* Sam Slick.' In these sketches we have different interlocutors, and a far greater variety 
of character than in ■ Sam Slick,* while in acuteness of observation, pungency of remark, 
and abounding heartiness of drollery, the present work of Judge Haliburton is quite equal 
to the first. Every page is alive with rapid, fresh sketches of character, droll, quaint, racy 
sayings, good-humoured practical jokes, and capitally-told anecJotes." — Chronicle. 

"These popular sketches, in which the Author of ' Sam Slick' paints Nova Scotian life, 
form the 12th Volume of Messrs Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Modern Works. 
The publications included in this Library have all been of good quality} many give infor- 
mation wjiile they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. The 
manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced deserves especial 
mention. The paper and print are unexceptional; there is a steel engraving in each 
volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see a regiment of 
books in handsome uniform." — Examiner. 

VOL. XIII.-DARIEN. BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

'This last production, from the pen of the author of ' The Crescent and the Cross,* 
has the same elements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands." — Globe. 

"This work will be read with peculiar interest as the last contribution to the literature 
of his country of a man endowed with no ordinary gifts of intellect. Eliot Warburton's 
active and productive genius is amply exemplified in the present book. We have seldom 
met with any work in which the realities of history and the poetry of fiction were more 
happily interwoven." — Illustrated Newt 

VOL. XIV.-FAMILY ROMANCE ; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS 

OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 

BT SIB BERNARD BURKE, ulstkr kino of arms. 

" It were impossible to praise too highly as a work of amusement this most interesting 
book, whether we should have regard to its excellent plan or its not less excellent exe- 
cution. It ought to be found on every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty 
captivating romances with the pith of all their interest preserved in undiminished poig- 
nancy, and any one may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of their merits that the 
romances are founded on fact— or what, at least, has been handed down for truth by long 
tradition — and the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction. Each story is 
told In the clear, unaffected style with which the author's former works have made the 
public familiar."— Standard, 
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